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PREFACE. 


I  FIND  this  pre&ce  necessaiy,  as  an  apology  for  the  unparall 
eled  presumption  of  which  I  have  been  guilty,  in  collecting 
and  publishing  my  poor  rhymes  and  metrical  attempts.  And, 
in  order  to  excuse  myself^  I  am  even  hin  to  cast  a  portion  of 
the  blame  on  the  too  partial  kindness  of  those  revered  friends 
who  have  suggested  and  encouraged  the  publication  above 
referred  to. 

Most  of  the  poems  contained  in  this  volume  have  been 
contributions  to  Catholic  newspapers  and  periodicals ;  and  that 
they  have  condescended  to  admit  such  productions  into  their 
columns,  is  another  reason  of  my  audacious  attempt  at  book- 
making. 

The  only  merit  these  humble  rhymes  possess  is,  the  inten- 
tion with  which  they  were  written,  and  which  is  stated  in  the 
dedication,  viz.:  "The  greater  glory  of  God,  and  the  greater 
honor  of  His  Immaculate  Mother,  His  angels  and  saints." 
And  as  the  simple  weed  blooming  by  the  wayside,  and  the 
sparrow  uttering  its  feeble  chirp  in  the  meadows,  thus  pre- 
sent their  acceptable  tributes  of  praise  to  **the  dear  All- 
Father,"  so  may  my  humble  verses  be  received  as  a  like 
earnest,  though  infinitely  less  worthy,  oflfering. 

And  if  this,  my  poor  mite,  given  to  the  cause  of  truth  and 
virtue,  find  fevor  in  His  sight,  then  shall  I  even  rejoice  that 
I  have  sung  my  simple  songs,  and  woven  my  garlands  of 
wild  verse-flowers,  "Beside  the  Western  Sea." 

"  Marie/' 

San  FranciscOy  Cali/amia,  ) 

Peastofthe  Purification^  February y  1877.  ) 


INTRODUCTION. 

Several  poetical  pieces  have  appeared  for  some  time  pas^ 
in  some  public  journals,  under  the  signature  ''Marie,^  and 
they  seem  to  have  attracted  more  than  ordinaiy  attention.  In 
common  with  others,  I  thought  they  were  deservedly  praised. 
Those  which  I  happened  to  read,  appeared  to  me  to  reveal  the 
peculiar  and,  in  our  days,  rare  combination  of  poetical  genius 
and  Christian  spirit  Hence  I  was  glad  to  learn  that  the 
distinguished  authoress  consented  to  review  and  enlarge  her 
poems,  and  offer  them  to  the  public  in  a  single  volume. 

And  although  not  bom  a  poet,  nor  being  veiy  partial  to 
poetical  compositions,  I  take  pleasure  in  using  my  name  to 
introduce  this  volume,  "Beside  the  Western  Sea,"  for  the 
following  reasons :  First,  because  the  lovers  of  poetiy  will,  in 
my  humble  opinion,  possess  in  it  a  model  of  rare  worth, 
to  encourage  them  and  guide  their  compositions;  and, 
secondly,  because  a  good  poem,  like  an  exquisite  painting, 
when  guided  by  a  Christian  spirit,  is  most  interesting  and 
heneficial  to  the  reader.  It  presents  the  subjects  in  their  true 
light,  it  gives  them  life  and  animation,  it  graces  them  with 
befitting  beauty,  engages  the  attention  and  admiration  of  the 
reader)  refreshes  his  mind  with  vivid  impressions  of  the  true, 
and  gladdens  his  heart  with  noble  impulses,  and  a  wish  for 
the  lovely. 


rf  time  to  read  poetical  com- 
3dj  seem  to  contain  but  the 
entertaining  the  imaginatioa 
i  so  the/  might  be  called  a  sort 
without  instructing.  And  the 
rhen  the  object  is  an  insidious 
lie  expense  oT  morals.  Such 
irtue  should  receive  the  frowns 
e  case  in  the  volume  before 
te ;  for,  while  it  presents  but 
e  reader's  mind  with  precious 
Lents  them  with  poetic  beauty  ; 
chaste  and  pious  spirit :  it  is,  I 
irtue  and  truth. 
;  S.  ALEMANY,  O.  P., 
chiishop  6/  San  Franmco. 
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AD  MAJOREM  DEI  GLORIAM. 


IflAWfrom  the  radiant  East  unrolled 

The  curtain  of  dond  and  gloom. 
And  the  bright  young  monarch,  in  robe  of  gold^ 

Arose  from  his  riven  tomb  ; 
And  the  shining  hosts  of  his  herald-rays 

Their  limitless  pathway  trod, 
And  I  read,  in  their  guttering  banners'  blaze  s 

"To  the  greater  glory  of  God  I " 

They  hurled  thdr  lances  of  light  adowOt 

And  the  night-bound  earth  was  free, 
And  jewels  flashed  in  the  mountains'  crown* 

And  gleamed  on  the  golden  sea. 
They  traced  in  the  sheen  of  the  purple  hUl, 

And  wrote  on  the  sparkling  sod, 
And  the  waves  reflected,  with  joyous  thrill: 

"To  the  greater  glory  of  God  I "  • 

In  the  dim  old  wood,  and  the  bloomy  bowtr, 

The  gladdening  splendor  glows^ 
On  die  dewy  cup  of  the  forest  flower, 

And  the  heart  of  the  royal  rose ; 
And  the  tiny  leaf,  and  the  bloom  most  rare^ 

That  rise  from  the  fragrant  sod, 
This  legend  fair  on  their  brightness  bear : 

"To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

And  earth  awakens  her  grandest  song. 

To  welcome  the  kingly  day ; 
And  soft  are  the  notes  of  her  insect  throng; 

And  sweet  is  her  birdlings'  lay. 


AD  HAJOREH  DEI  GLORIAH. 

A  the  echoes  nng  tlirougli  the  fbreit  Sm, 
Where  Che  breeie-stiiTed  branchei  nod, 
e  gUd  refrain  of  her  ceaseless  hjnm : 
'To  the  freaCei  ^or7  of  God." 

the  cODDtlCEs  voices  of  earth  resonada 

While  the  son's  bright  legions  pui 

roagh  the  darksome  caves  of  the  deep  pre 

Lnd  orer  the  bending  grass ; 

1  far  o'er  monntain,  and  stream,  and  rale, 

4ighC  stretcheth  her  mjistic  rod, 

■I  song  still  sounds  on  the  sighing  gale  i 

'  To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

en  the  gladsome  sounds  of  the  daylight  o 

^d  over  a  silver  staii 

e  shining  wings  of  (he  hosts  of  peace 

Hoat  down  through  Ihe  dew;  air. 

id  o'er  that  path  of  the  moonbeams  bri^tj 

rhat  linkelh  the  sk;  and  sod, 

ey  write,  in  Utters  of  silvery  light  i 

'  To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

id  an  awestruck  hush  o'er  the  earth  ii  ipn 

KoA  the  twilight  murmurs  die, 

liile  the  stury  bands  of  (he  nighC-qneeit  tn 

rheir  limitless  realms  on  high; 

A  the  silent  heart  of  (he  dreamer  hean 

Float  down  to  the  dewy  sod, 

e  echoipg  song  of  the  silver  sphereit 

■To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

3vad  thou  low  nnto  nature's  scorn, 

^If-worshipidng  heart  of  minel 

reil  thy  forehead,  thou  ingrate,  bom 

To  lead  in  the  bymo  divine! 

,  bend  thou  low  to  the  ruthless  stroke 

K  nature's  Nemesis-rod, 

oa  mu(e,  when  the  glorious  pxan  woke; 

'To  the  greater  gtoiy  of  God." 


AD  MAJOREM  DEI   GLORIAM.  xix 

Forgiye,  and  the  heart  of  the  wayward  teadi» 

O  nature's  carolling  throog  I 
And  bid  its  lowlier  edioes  reach 

The  tones  of  your  lofty  song. 
With  the  lark's  note  ringing  above  the  tkitib 

And  the  bee's  song  on  the  sod, 
O  let  its  carol  harmonioos  rise : 

"To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

With  the  sunlight  radiance  let  it  shine. 

With  the  moonbeam  brightness  glow; 
Be  its  glory  won  from  the  source  diTine, 

And  mirrored  on  earth  below. 
When  nig^t  shall  wave  o*er  its  day-beams  hkt 

Her  drear  and  darkening  rod, 
Be  still  the  gleam  of  its  starlight  there : 

**  To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 

And  when  the  unending  day  shall  fling 

Its  light  o*er  the  "  crystal  sea," 
And  the  aisles  of  the  endless  ages  ring 

With  the  song  of  the  countless  free ; 
O'er  the  vast  expanse  of  the  kingdom  fiur« 

By  the  pure  and  the  ransomed  trod. 
Its  voice  in  the  echoing  strain  shall  share  I 

**  To  the  greater  glory  of  God." 


OSS  AND  THE  CRESCEIi 

RAHA  or  THE  FIRST  CRUSADE. 


LPH,  an  Aged  Pilgrim, 
IV,  kts  Daughter. 
ER,  the  Hermit. 
ACEN  Warden. 
Hugh,  a  Christian  Knight 
ON,  Patriarch  of  Jerusalem. 
•V  Blanche. 
lY  Agnes. 

IQUIS   DE   MeRINCOURT. 

NT  DE  Lille. 

IMAN,  Sultan  of  Nice. 

lET,  a  Messenger. 

)FREy. 

MONO. 

CRED. 

DWIN. 

«  Residents  of  Jerusalem,  Solt 


PROLOGUE 


TO  THB  DKAKA  OT 


THE  CROSS  AND  THE  CRESCENT. 


O  PICTURED  Past !  what  privilege  to  see 

Thy  golden  age  of  faith  and  chivalry, 

When  spelUbound  Fancy  turns  her  backward  glance 

On  those  proud  days  of  glory  and  romance ! 

What  wondrous  streams,  enshrined  in  rosy  light. 

What  lofty  pageants  move  before  her  sight ! 

What  visions  fair,  in  swift  succession,  throng 

The  brightest  scenes  of  story  and  of  song ! 

The  pomp  of  tourney,  and  its  knightly  train. 

The  mail-clad  hosts  that  filled  the  battle-plain ; 

The  hooded  falcon  and  the  baying  hound, 

The  fiery  steed,  whose  footstep  scorned  the  ground ; 

The  moated  castle,  and  its  massive  wall. 

The  Christmas  holly  of  the  banquet  hall ; 

The  yule-log's  blaze,  the  wassail's  spicy  draught. 

The  courtly  train  that  gayly  smiled  and  quafied ; 

The  fearless  archers  of  the  greenwood  free, 

The  May-day  sports  beneath  the  bloom-decked  tree. 

All  these,  in  "  bright  confusion,"  strangely  blend — 

Framework  of  visions  that  can  know  no  end. 
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XXIV 


PROLOGUE. 


But  purer  scenes,  and  holier  pictures,  too, 
Circled  with  halos,  rise  o'er  fancy's  view  : 
Fair  scenes  that  history  scorns  not  to  record. 
With  comment  glad  and  panegyric  word. 
The  gray-robed  pilgrim,  with  his  scallop-shell, 
His  sandal-shoon,  and  staff  that  aided  well 
In  wintry  blast,  and  summer's  sultry  heat. 
Still  moving  on  with  firm,  unfalt'ring  feet — 
Why  roams  he  thus  unceasing,  day  by  day  ? 
To  what  far  region  leads  his  cheerless  way  ? 
Seeks  he  the  treasures  of  some  golden  mine  ? 
Or  would  he  bend  at  proud  ambition's  shrine? 
No !  no !  those  faithful  feet  have  longed  to  stand 
Within  the  limits  of  the  Holy  Land. 
He  seeks  the  caskets  of  a  priceless  gem : 
Jerusalem,  Nazareth,  and  Bethlehem ! 
His  infant  King  he  yearneth  to  adore. 
Where  sages  bowed,  and  shepherds  knelt  before. 
He  greets  the  cottage  of  the  Holy  Child 
In  lonely  Nazareth,  obscure  and  wild ; 
And  on,  beside  the  Jordan's  hallowed  stream. 
Where  once  the  sacred  Dove's  mysterious  gleam 
Shone  o'er  the  baptized  Saviour's  lifted  head. 
Still  moves  the  pilgrim's  firm,  unceasing  tread, 
Till,  from  the  summit  of  a  rocky  height, 
Jerusalem  shines  upon  his  longing  sight. 
O  ye  who  cross  the  mighty  deep  to  tread 
Where  dim  Westminster  shrines  her  noble  dead ! 
Who  hail  the  tombs  of  kings  and  warriors  brave, 
And  linger  fondly  by  the  poet's  grave ! 
Say,  can  ye  scorn  this  pilgrim's  bended  knee, 
Upon  the  sacred  height  of  Calvary, 
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PROLOGUE.  XXV 

Before  the  dear  Redeemer's  rocky  tomb, 
And  'mid  the  olive  garden's  mystic  gloom  ? 
Ah !  'twas  a  holy  aim,  for  love  divine 
Guided  the  pilgrim's  path  to  Palestine. 
But  o'er  his  way  a  fearful  storm  arose : 
The  dreaded  forms  of  cruel  Mosfem  foes, 
Whose  bloody  spears  sustained  their  erring  cause, 
And  won  submission  to  their  Prophet's  laws. 
The  faithful  Christians  felt  their  fiendish  hate, 
And  found  a  dismal  doom — a,  hapless  fate. 
Insult,  oppression,  and  most  grievous  wrong — 
These  woes  the  zealous  Christians  suffered  long. 
And  the  vast  artnies  of  their  paynim  foe 
Still  westward  swept — a  storm  of  death  and  woe ; 
To  Christian  climes,  to  Europe's  hallowed  lands. 
Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  savage  bands. 
The  guarding  shepherd  of  his  Saviour's  flock 
Saw  the  swift  cloud,  and  heard  the  tempest-shock; 
For  the  blest  Church  had  shed  a  holy  ray 
O'er  Europe's  pagan  night  and  clouded  way ; 
And  long  those  zealous  popes  had  cherished  there 
The  op'ning  bud  of  learning,  bright  and  fair. 
Now  must  it  perish  ?  Must  those  blighting  bands 
Destroy  the  hard-won  gems  of  Christian  lands  ? 
The  cruel  torch  that  burned  fair  Egypt's  lore. 
Must  it  consume  the  Christian  sage's  store  ? 
The  thought  was  anguish !  and  from  favored  Rome 
Rose  many  a  prayer  for  bright  religion's  home. 
Heaven  sent  its  answer !     With  a  heart  of  flame. 
And  words  of  might,  a  holy  hermit  came. 
He  saw  dread  foes  pollute  the  sacred  shrine, 
He  saw  the  wrongs  of  fettered  Palestine ; 
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ihrough  each  realm  his  tireless  steps  he  bent, 
itiag  his  sad  story  as  he  went, 
irging  potent  prince  and  valiant  knight 
ittle  for  their  safety  and  the  right, 
heard  his  voice — his  sacred  call  obeyed : 
;d,  with  their'vassals,  for  the  blest  Crusade, 
with  the  cross  upon  each  noble  breast, 
ited  their  chargers,  laid  the  lance  in  rest ; 
while  the  battle-cry,  "  God  wills  it,"  rose 
I  every  heart,  went  forth  to  meet  their  foes; 
Ived,  beneath  the  Christian's  holy  sign, 
attle  well  for  faith  and  Palestine ; 
bid,  through  strife  and  peril,  gain  and  loss, 
cruel  Crescent  pale  before  the  Cross  t 
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A  DRAMA  OF  THE  FIRST  CRUSADE. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — Before  the  gates  of  Jerusalem, 

Enter  JOSEPH,  a  pilgrim,  and  his  daughter ,  Mary. 

Mary. — Now,  God  be  praised,  my  father,  thou 
niay'st  pause ! 
Lo !  here  the  portal  of  Jerusalem ! 
How  like  a  weary  dream  our  journey  seems  ! 
But  He  who  led  his  Israelites  of  old. 
Safe  to  their  promised  land,  hath  guided  us. 
Through  our  long,  toilsome  wanderings,  hither;  but 
Tis  not  the  hour  of  entrance.     We  must  wait 
The  porter's  coming.     Meanwhile,  seat  thyself 
Here  on  this  mossy  stone.     Poor,  aged  limbs ! 
Sore  need  have  they  of  rest. 

Joseph. —  Nay,  nay,  my  child  ! 

»Thus  will   I  take  repose.     {Kneels^     Here,   lowly 

bowed 
Before  the  holy  city  of  His  love, 
The  scene  of  all  His  matchless  sufferings. 
Will  I  adore  my  Saviour,  Sovereign,  God! 
1  thank  Thee,  Lord,  the  pilgrim*s  prayer  is  heard ! 
The  goal  is  won !     O  joy  unutterable ! 
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3f  this  heart  are  satisfied  : 

"hy  loved  Jerusalem, 

■oud   stubbornness  Thy  tears  have 

e  Thy  blood-marked  footsteps  went, 
wned  Monarch  \  o'er  the  royal  load 
5uish  to  Thy  mystic  throne — 
creatures  reared  on  Calvary, 
jht!  henceforth  most  fruitful  soil, 
blossoms  of  redeeming  grace  t) 
si  before  Thy  sepulchre, 
limits  could  not  fetter  Thee, 
;et  work  was  done.     This  boon,  dear 

how,  through  all  these  weary  years, 
eless  burden  of  my  prayer; 
that  nearer  unto  Thee 
come — could  win  a  clearer  sense, 
ledge,  of  the  priceless  gifts 
purchased,  if  these  feet  could  stand 
mce  watered  by  Thy  blood, 
by  Thy  travel-wearied  steps; 
ces  of  these  age-dimmed  eyes 
n  those  consecrated  spots, 
iarth's  most  wondrous  tragedy, 
sath  of  agony.     And  now, 
te,  the  blessed  recompense 
Igrim's  giadly-suffered  toils, 
of  his  fond  dreams — 
1  all  her  peerless  wealth 
irines   reposes. 
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Enter  Peter  the  Hermit. 

Peter. —  God  be  praised ! 

And  when  our  eyes  have  feasted  on  that  wealth, 
Can  we  not  cry  in  grateful  ecstasy, 
E'en  as  the  holy  Hebrew  cried,  of  old, 
**  Lord,  let  thy  servants  now  depart  in  peace : " 
Our  eyes  have  seen  the  city  of  thy  love  ? 

Joseph. — Ay,  hcly  hermit !  for  no  other  scene 
On  earth  is  worthy  to  attract  the  gaze 
Of  eyes  that  have  beheld  Jerusalem, 
And  wept  on  Calvary. 

Peter. —  Alas!  alas! 

That  earth's  most  holy  treasures  e'er  should  be 
In  the  foul  grasp  of  ruthless  infidels ! 
That  Christian  pilgrims  must  await  the  will 
Of  their  Redeemer's  enemies  ere  they 
Can  weep  in  that  lone  garden  where  He  wept, 
Or  linger,  with  His  Mother,  at  the  cross. 
Or  haste,  with  Magdalen,  at  early  dawn, 
To  the  rent  tomb  of  their  triumphant  Lord ! 

Enter  Saracen  Officer. 

Saracen. — Another  troop  of  crouching  Christian 
dogs! 
Ha !  ha !  methinks  your  pious  pilgrimage 
Hath  been  of  little  profit,  for  ye  seem 
A  beggar  train,  in  sooth.     But  so  are  all 
Your  pilgrim  tribe.     The  staff,  the  scallop-shell. 
The  robe  of  gray,  the  dusty  sandal  shoon — 
All,  all  alike.     A  Christian  pilgrimage ! 
Bah !  what  a  weary  misery  must  it  be ! 
Away !  ye  dogs !  the  Moslem  spurns  ye  thus ! 
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used  that  ye  are  in  our 
lur  holy  places.  Ay,  'ti 
ese  Christians  grovel  at 
lur  brethren  crouch  witi 
,  Christendom  shall  croi 
e  sworn  to  tear  from  ev 
1  Europe  that  detested 
\r  flaming  crescent  in  ii 
ly  !  and  bid  your  race  \ 
fore  the  Prophet's  folio 
rulers  of  the  world.  B 
ith  too  many  of  your  ki 
-Ah  I  fatal  blow  of  all  m 
ly  will  be  done !  At  le; 
up  my  worthl-iss  life  t< 
:hat  mount  where  Thyi 
sed  for  me.  (Sinks  down, 
pporting  him). —  i 

r  my  pleading ;  spurn  n 
y  father  entrance  throuj 
bath  been  the  day-star  ( 
V,  and  I  will  gladly  be 
prisoner,  a  drudging  sla 
\  I'd  shed  my  heart's  las 
my  father's  fondest  wisl 
the  favor  ail  too  cheapli 
■Refuse  them  not ;  as  th 
lid 

tig  mercy  in  thine  hour 
e  pilgrim's  last  petition 
wearied  soul  depart  in 
walls  of  his  Jerusalem. 
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Saracen. — Cease,  babblers,  cease !    Have  yc  the 
piece  of  gold,  » 

The  tribute- money  which  your  race  must  pay 
Ere  ye  can  win  admission  through  yon  gate? 
If  so,  your  prayer  is  granted. 

Mary. —  Woe  is  me ! 

I  have  no  gold.     A  cruel  robber-band 
Of  roving  Bedouins  have  taken  all, 
Save  one  small  coin,  and  with  that,  yester-eve, 
I  bought  refreshment  for  my  fainting  sire, 
For  he  drooped,  worn  with  hunger,  by  the  way. 
Alas !  I  knew  not  of  this  entrance-price. 

Saracen. — And    thou    hast    dared    to   talk  of 
slavery ! 
Of  willingness  to  suffer  prison-bonds ! 
Fool !  know'st  thou  not  that  I  could  cast  thee  hence 
Into  the  foulest  dungeon  yonder,  where 
Are  Christians  pining  now.     And  slavery ! 
Ay,  drudging  servitude — a  life  as  hard 
As  is  the  toiling  over-burdened  beast's — 
Is  now  the  fate  of  hundreds  of  thy  race, 
In  the  fair  city  of  Jerusalem  I 
Go,  then,  and  think  thyself  supremely  blest 
That  thou  art  suffered  to  depart !    And  thou, 
Most  pious  pleader !  hast  thou,  then,  the  sum 
fTo  win  thy  entrance?    Nay,  I'll  warrant  me 
Thou  hast  not  e'en  the  smallest  coin  of  brass. 

Peter. — Thy  taunt  is  true.    I  have  not  e'en  a  coin 
Of  brass  or  copper.     Nay,  for  I  may  bear 
Nor  purse,  nor  scrip.     It  is  the  Master's  law. 
To  whose  blest  service  I  am  vowed,  and  so  * 
I  bow  me  to  His  holy  will.     He  knows 


'.e  the    H 

ed  to  she 
itence  upi 

where  H 
d,  freely  i 
!ss  sacrifi( 

hence,  th 

boon  the 
price  be 
ye  hence '. 


/age!  Tal 

heap  of 
il  doth  w 
■  ope  you 

[Saraci 

an  knighl 
liph.  'T^ 
lure  to  re 

lagic  cha: 
th.  Yet, 
,  outspoki 

inff  his  ka\ 
cnightl 
mvin^. — '. 


The  Cross  and  the  Crescent.  7 

Hath  won  thy  prayers,  'tis  fuller  recompense 
And  richer  meed  than  I  could  dare  to  claim. 

\Tiirns  to  the  other  pilgrims 
Rise,  Christian  friends !  and  freely  pass  yon  gate. 

Mary. — Alas,  sir  knight !  the  rude  repulse  we  met 
From  yonder  Saracen  hath  proved,  I  tear, 
A  death-blow  to  my  feeble,  aged  sire. 

[Sir  Hugei  holds  a  flask  of  water  to  his  lips. 
He  opens  his  eyes. 
Sir    Hugh.— Nay,    courage,   maiden!    See,  thy 
father  lives ! 
Arise,  good  sir,  and  enter  freely  now ! 

Mary, — Arise,  my  father,  let  us  thank  this  knight, 
Whose  noble  act  hath  won  the  wished-for  boon. 

Joseph.— Nay,  is  it  so  ?    O,  this  is  life  indeed ! 

I  feel  my  ancient  strength  return  once  more.  (Rises.) 

Joseph    and    Mary. — May  God    reward    thee, 

noble  cavalier! 
Sir  Hugh. — Nay,  nay,  good  friends,  I  merit  not 
your  thanks-! 
I  were  unworthy  e'en  the  name  of  knight. 
Had  I  refused  my  aid.     But  we  must  haste ; 
These  Saracens  are  treacherous.     Let  us,  then. 
Follow  yon  warder  with  all  speed.    Good  sir. 
Lean  thus  on  me,  and  I  will  lend  my  strength. 
That  we  may  quickly  enter.     Wilt  lead  on. 
Good  father  hermit  ?     We  shall  follow  thee. 
[Exeunt:   Joseph,  supported  by   M. 
Sir  Hucn, preceded  by  Peter  tht 
closely  following  the  porter. 
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tlie  Hermit,  soliloquizing  at   the 
Holy  Sepulchre. 

ound  !  the  heart  must  bow 
v'rent  homage  now. 
I !    O  words  of  mystery ! 
es  of  His  love  for  me. 

here.     'Tis  good  to  stand 
if  His  holy  land, 
:ets  His  blessed  footsteps  trod, 
lat  hid  the  martyred  God ; 
ne  garden,  where  He  wept 

e'en  while  those  sinners  slept, 

in  sympathy  looked  dim, 
vas  offered  unto  Him ; 
e  perfect  Victim  hung 
fine,  to  which  He  freely  clung, 
i  blood  unceasing  flow 
iwn  the  mount  of  woe. 
:y  tomb,  the  wondrous  mine 
sure,  priceless,  pure,  divine ! 
iqueror  triumphed  over  death, 
jht  of  sin's  envenomed  breath, 
pon  my  spirit's  view 
;s,  in  pictures  fair  and  true ! 
set  gate  of  heaven  !  here 
:d  the  soothing  tear, 
i  best  tide  of  love  be  spent 
by  the  Victor  rent, 
ui,  polluting  race 
f  this  holy  place, 
adow  of  His  cross  they  stand, 
ion  might  and  daring  hand, 
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The  false,  false  symbol  of  their  iiendish  hate 
For  Him  whose  life  hath  opened  mercy's  gate! 
E'en,  e'en  for  tkem  I    But  let  mc  utter,  too, 
His  words:   "Forgive!  they  know  not  what  tl 

do !  " 
Dear  Lord  of  love !  give  vision  to  the  blind 
Who  scorn  this  casket  where  Thy  form  was  shrin 
Let  the  dread  reign  of  cruel  error  cease, 
That  faithful  hearts  may  seek  Thy  tomb  in  peac( 
And  every  nation  bless  the  Crucified, 
And  love  the  holy  city  where  He  died. 

Enter  SiMON,  Patriarch  of  yerusalem, 
Simon. — Amen !    Good  pilgrim,  I  have  murmu 
here 
That  earnest  prayer,  through  many  a  weary  yea 
Yet  while  mine  eyes  behold  the  unchecked  wroi 
My  saddened  heart  exclaimeth, "  Lord  !  how  Ion] 
How  long,  blest  Saviour!  shall  a  tyrant  hand 
Rest  on  the  treasures  of  Thy  holy  land  ? 
How  long  shall  those  whose  love  hath  led  them  hi 
Above  Thy  tomb  to  shed  the  sacred  tear, 
Be  crushed,  insulted,  even  at  that  tomb, 
And  find,  in  freedom's  land,  the  captive's  doom  ? 
When  shall  Thy  faithful  children  cease  to  feel 
The  iron  pressure  of  the  despot's  heel  ? 

Peter. — O  holy  patriarch !  to  many  a  scene 
Of  cruel  wrong  my  shrinking  soul  hath  been 
Indignant  witness;  e'en  to-day  \  saw 
Two  Christians  forced,  like  drudging  beasts,  to  di 
A  laden  wain  ;  bound,  too,  in  camel-yoke, 
And  hailed  with  scoffs,  and  urged  by  cruel  stroll 
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And  urge  the  brave,  by  every  tender  claim, 
For  Faith's  dear  sake,  in  Mercy's  holy  name 
With  valiant  arm  to  crush  this  frightful  foe, 
And  hush  their  fellow-Christians*  wail  of  wc 
To  tear  the  crescent  from  this  holy  wall, 
To  bid  the  cruel  throne  of  Islam  fall. 
And  checking  error's  God-defying  reign. 
Plant  the  pure  cross  upon  these  lowers  agaii 
Simon. — 'Tis  heaven's  will,  and  heaven's  h 
Doth  light  thy  glance,  thy  earnest  tones  ins( 
How  willingly  will  I  those  words  obey, 
And  bid  God  speed  thee  on  thy  holy  way  ! 
My  home  is  near,  haste  with  me  hither,  then 
And  let  thy  ardent  zeal  inspire  ray  pen ; 
And  while  sweet  mercy's  charge  thou'lt  hon 

bear. 
Thy  name  shall  dwell  in  my  unceasing  prayi 

,  [■ 


Scene    III. — A   valley  of  Lorraine,     Enter 
Blanche. 
Lady  Blanche. — Peace!    perfect  peace! 
like  a  white-winged  dove 
It  broodeth  o'er  the  landscape !   Every  whert 
Doth  nature  own  its  charm.     In  soft  repose 
She  rests,  asjthough  sweet  Eden  memories 
Were  haunting  all  her  heart.     An  infant's  br 
Is  not  more  gentle  than  this  morning  breeze, 
That  scarcely  stirs  the  incense-laden  flowers 
And  e'en  the  golden  light  that  softly  floods 
Each  mossy  dell,  but  makes  the  stillness  seei 
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Lady  Blanche. — O  gentle  friend  !  that  dark  fore- 
boding fills 
My  daily  thoughts  and  nightly  dreams  with  woe. 
My  cousin  Mary — dost  remember  her? 
Last  year  she  went  on  holy  pilgrimage 
With  her  loved  sire,  the  saintly  Sieur  De  Vaux, 
Unto  our  Saviour's  sepulchre.    To-day 
A  holy  palmer,  on  his  homeward  way 
From  Palestine,  did  tell  a  sad,  sad  tale 
Of  my  sweet  cousin.    She  is  there  detained 
A  captive,  pining  in  a  dungeon  cell ! 
My  gentle  Mary  in  the  Moslem's  power ! 
The  thought,  the  fearful  thought,  doth  chill  my 

heart ; 
And  her  poor  father,  feeble,  old,  and  spent 
With  the  fatigue  of  his  long  pilgrimage, 
Hath  sunk  beneath  the  fiendish  cruelty 
Of  that  fierce  race  who  rule  the  Holy  Land. 

Lady    Agnes. — Tis  woful    tidings!    And  my 
darkest  fears 
Wax  stronger,  darker,  by  this  tale  of  woe. 
But  yester-eve,  when  kneeling  at  his  feet, 
In  tearful  supplication,  I  did  breathe 
This  fear  unto  my  brother,  as  I  prayed 
That,  for  sweet  mercy's  sake,  he  would  renounce 
This  fierce,  unnatural  strife.     He  darkly  frowned. 
And  bade  me,  if  I  would  not  share  his  hate — 
His  deep,  undying  hate — to  hold  my  peace, 
Nor  dare^  with  childish  tears  and  whining  tongue, 
To  bid  a  knight  forswear  his  knightly  vow. 
0  that  a  heart  so  full  of  gentleness. 
And  tender,  pitying,  bounteous  charity, 
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thus  blinded,  warped  by  erring  code 
e  world  calls  feudal  chivalry  ! 

turned  my  soulful  pray'r  to  heaven; 
to  yonder  consecrated  shrine, 
:rowned  dwelling  of  a  God  of  peace 
g  love,  J  hie  me — there  to  pour 

deep  anguish  forth  in  prayer. 
-ANCHE. —  Sweet  friend, 

id  thee  thither;  we  will  waft 
;d  sighs  to  heaven,  and  God  will  hear 
nd  tearful  pleadings.     This  sweet  day 
e  witness  of  unchristian  strife — 
ring  death  and  wailing  to  our  homes, 
vith  me,  that  those  now  severed  hearts 
's  noblest  knights  may  form,  ere  long, 
lague  to  wrest  the  Holy  Land 
oul  grasp  of  infidels;  to  free 
w-Christians  from  a  tyrant's  power, 

the  dread  simoom,  now  sweeping  on 
's  deserts  o'er  our  hallowed  clime. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Peter  the  Hermit. 
■God  grant  that  prayer!     O  worse  than 
strife ! 

fel  that  the  pure,  paternal  heart 
ed  pope  doth  mourn  unceasingly 
ichristian  feuds  ot  Christian  knights, 
less  of  his  fond  remonstrances, 
re  precepts  of  a  peaceful  faith, 
:ir  brethren's  blood  cry,  as  of  old, 
I  to  angered  heaven  I    And,  holy  pope, 
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Well,  wellj  too,  may'st  thou  mourn  o'er 

land. 
So  lately  led,  from  dreary  pagan  night, 
To  the  clear  morning-light  of  Christian  tri 
Now  doomed,  unless  some  valiant  arm  wil 
'fo  feel  the  with'ring  blight  of  Moslem  har 
And  e'en,  while  basking  in  fair  learning's  ti 
Be  plunged  again  in  depths  of  Stygian  gloc 
O  that  my  voice  could  check  the  coming  si 
Could  make  these  passion-blinded  nobles  s 
The  woes  that  threaten  thus,  and  bid  them 
A  sacred  compact  for  their  own  defence. 
And  the  deliverance  of  the  hapless  band 
Who  pine  'neath  Moslem,  God-defying  nil 
By  the  polluted  shrines  of  Palestine ! 
Hist!  hist!  I  hear  the  coming  combatants. 
Alas !  that  hate  should  darken  brows  tike  t 
\Conceali 

Enter  De  MerincourT  and  De  Lil 

De  Lille. — This  is  the  place  of  combat, 

thine  arm. 

Marquis  De  Merincourt,  for  deadly  strife ! 

De  Merincourt.— Nay,  Count  De  Lille, 

hath  strength,  I  trow. 

To  cope  with  thine,  as  it  hath  done  ere  thi 

Peter  the  Hermit  suddenly  appears. 

Peter. — Hold!  most  unworthy  childrer 

Of  a  God  of  love  and  peace ! 

Pause  in  your  demon  pastime  1 

Your  strife  unholy  cease ! 
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Lt  were  linked  together 
lith's  fraternal  chain, 
;  thus  rudely  sever 
t  sacred  bond  in  twain  P 
ire  baptismal  water — 
\i  it  not  laved  each  brow, 
stamped  with  fiercest  passion, 
adly  scowling  now  ? 
lips  that  breathed  to  heaven 
same  sweet  words  of  prayer — 
ey,  with  tones  of  discord, 
ate  the  tranquil  air? 
ire  one  blessed  banquet, 
ne  pure  shrine  ye  kneel, 
narce  from  worship  risen, 
ft  the  horrid  steel ! 
in  ye  hope  for  heaven's 
ne,  harmonious  life, 
ss,  O  Cain-like  brethren, 
r  earthly  days  in  ^trife? 
Christians !  pause  and  listen : 
le  ye  are  warring  here, 
ellow-Christians  perish 
:ath  the  Moslem  spear. 
vowed  to  aid  the  injured, 
e  sworn  to  crush  the  wrong, 
iristiaus  pine  in  dungeons, 
cry,  "  O  Lord !  how  long?  " 
aracen  hath  planted, 
1  sacrilegious  hand, 
se,  triumphant  standard 
lin  the  Holy  Land. 
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'ills  the  holy  compact! 
ill  ye  hold  most  dear, 
ur  vow  to  aid  the  injured, 

to  break  the  tyrant's  spear ; 
ur  love  for  faith's  pure  altars, 

your  zeal  for  its  sweet  sign, 
e  Cross  against  the  Crescent! 
k'e  for  God  and  Palestine! 
RT. — Ay,  ay,  God  wills  it!     Theso 
jrds, 

Bul  from  its  unworthy  sleep ; 
;sion  leave  my  sight.     Henceforth, 

ne'er  be  stained  with    brother'? 

d  fraternal !    Let  us  make 
vow — the  vow  of  peace 
conciliation;   thus 
;d  pledge.     Our  arms  shall  be 
ise  of  justice,  God  and  truth. 

[  Tkey  clasp  fiands. 
■<f,  in  this  hold,  this  fond  fraternal 

our  most  unchristian  hate; 
lity  that  maketh  strong, 
inds  begin  a  nobler  strife. 
3nt  voices  rouse  us  now ! 
mes,  the  safety  of  our  land  ; 
V  to  check  the  tyrant  Wrong, 
stims  from  his  demon  grasp ; 
Iren  of  the  thom-crowned  King, 
m  of  each  holy  place 
h  inheritance  was  won — 
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salem,  with  all  its  whining  throng 
Christians,  still  is  ours.     Soon,  very  soon, 
pt's  proud  Caliph  may  be  taught  to  bow 
he  scorned  Sultan  of  the  Turkish  race ; 
to  our  heav'n-blest  arms,  alone,  shall  be 
deathless  glory  and  the  rich  reward 
onquest  o'er  the  longed-for  Christian  world, 
thanks  to  Allah  and  our  scymitars, 
crescent  still  prevails.     Our  Prophet's  throne 
soon  will  crush  beneath  its  conqu'ring  weight 
Christian  crew,  and  their  rebellious  creed. 
iriumph  by  the  sword.     No  pleading  tone, 
Fond  entreaty,  wins  our  convert  throng. 
fiei"ce-browed  soldier,  the  relentless  spear, 
streaming  blood,  and  death  of  agony — 
se  are  our  priests !  these  our  baptismal  rites ! 
'hristian  dogs !  thus  will  we  win  your  souls, 
r  kingdoms,  and  your  wealth.    Thus  have  we 
won 

r  holy  city  and  your  cherished  shrines — 
Emir  rules  them  well.    The  hated  band 
leek-faced  pilgrims  well  may  testify 
•I  stern,  how  merciless,  how  terrible, 
le  dominion  of  the  Mussulman 
the  opposers  of  his  conqu'ring  creed, 
lah  il  Allah !  "  how  that  thrilling  cry 
ring,  ere  long,  o'er  Europe's  haughty  realm  ! 
f  redly,  in  the  fierce,  destroying  flame, 
their  proud  libraries,  their  cherished  store 
lanuscripts  and  massive  volumes,  gleam  ! 
gleamed  they  once  in  Egypt's  capital, 
;n  Omar's  torches  doomed  the  lettered  trash 
ishes  and  oblivion — hist !  who  comes  ? 
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vhen,  prostrate  on  the  earth, 
first  hailed  Jerusalem  ? 
heart  with  deep  and  holy  joy  ! 
i  those  walls,  the  object  fair 
af  Faith's  sweet  visions,  lay — 
it,  slept  Gethsemane; 
f  altar  of  the  cross, 
rims  at  love's  sepulchre, 
irines  from  Moslem  grasp, 
s  worship  there  in  peace, 
"  God  wills  it ! "    How  that  cry 
voice  from  every  heart ! 
alas,  that  aim  is  not  fulfilled, 
■e  sick'ning  with  despair! 
I  is  as  firmly  closed 
an  army  rested  first 
iwers;  and  little  hope 
nged-for  entrance  there, 
courage,  knights!  success  will 

;art  and  firm  of  hand. 
"     'Tis  a  motto  fair, 

it  can  never  fail, 
nt  with  Godfrey  at  our  head  ? 
dfrey,  valiant,  undismayed, 
;d  by  all  who  know 
:ir  leader?     Crush  the  thoughC 

strive  with  trebled  zeal : 
,  yet  humblest  confidence 

doth  bid  me  banish  fear. 
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vept  in,  the  mount  where  He  bled, 
llution  of  Saracen  tread — 
■escue !  nor  falter,  till  they 
C)ross,  on  its  festival  day. 
mercy  with  justice  be  twined — 
3;ive  ear,  to  the  helpless  be  kind ; 
with  virtue,  go  forth  to  the  fight — 
id  wills  it !  we  strive  for  the  right ! 

Enter  Godfrey. 

noble    war-cry,     worthy    of   our 

Jl  ring  with  thrilling  power 

;  hearts  who  battle  for  the  right 

ask,  as  leaders  in  the  strife, 

;it  example,  to  enforce 

.charity,  and  zeal. 

but  gen'rous  ;  let  no  deed 

ision  stain  the  cross 

ir  breasts,  and  in  whose  name 

y  warfare.     Let  us  haste 

el,  there  to  win,  by  prayer 

urest  benisons 

in  arms.     Thy  pleadings  blest, 

/"ill  give  strength  to  ours, 

;av'nward,  as  an  incense-cloud, 

\E.xeunt. 
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The  Siege  of  Granaa 

O  royal  mother  !  canst  thou  yet  be  c 

0  canst  Ibou  steel  thy  heart,  in  high- 
'Gainst  all  its  fond  affections?  Spar 
Mock  not  my  grief  with  cold  and  he 
Forgive  my  weakness;  think  what  b 

1  have  for  tears.  My  consort  and  m 
Both  cold  in  death  on  that  dread  bat 
O  fearful,  madd'ning  grief!  All,  all 
Gone  from  my  gaze  for  ever !  Wret 
■Bleeding  at  ev'ry  throb !  why  break' 

Ayesha. — Thou  doubt'st  my  love, 
my  son  ? 
Thou  askest  if  the  mother-love  is  des 
Within  my  heart — if  1  can  count  as  r 
The  fearful  loss  that  fills  thy  heart  wi 
Thou  art  unjust.  Have  I  not  shield' 
From   yon  fierce  tyrant's  wrath  ? 

Cherish  and  fondly  circle  his  young  i 
When  dangers  threatened  helpless  in 
And  as  he  grew  in  every  manly  grac 
Did  not  my  mother-heart  beat  high  v 
Oft  have  I  watched,  with  eager,  glist 
His  knightly  bearing  in  the  brilliant  j 
And  as  he  bore  away  the  well-earned 
Amid  the  shouts  of  thousands,  Allah 
How  my  fond  heart  exulted — how  1 1 
All-bounteous  heaven  for  him,  its  noh 
And  when  my  treacherous  rival,  yon 
Had  spread  her  snares  around  his  fat 
And  fain  would  win  the  kingdom  for 
Did  I  not  bid  him  claim  his  lawful  rij 
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Then  give  me  glad  welcome,  O  children  of  men ! 
As  I  oWAf  n'pr  \\\p-  meadow,  and  light  the  dark  glen, 
af  brightness  is  gayly  unfurled, 
of   sunshine  is  shed    o'er  the 

inty!  it  dowereth  all, 
hovel,  it  lights  the  gay  hall ; 
Dssoms.and  hides  "mid  the  leaves, 
ry  shadows  rare  tissues  it  weaves, 
5d  mount,  and  the  spray-crested 

the  dawning  doth  sparkle  and 

loming  with  shout  and  with  song, 
glee  of  her  joy-laden  throng; 
wild  wood  float  greetings  tome, 

g  childhood,  from  bird  and  from 

idness,  I  glide  on  my  way, 

he  king  of  the  summer's  rich  ray ; 

light  springs  o'er  the  lawn, 

ith  followed  his  herald,  the  dawn. 


THE  CHURCH  TRIUMP 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  FEAST  OF  ALl 

Hail,  princes,  enthroned  in  the  cou 
Hail,  conquerors,  crowned    with  t 

palm! 
White  army  of  martyrs,  glad  thronj 
Pure  flowers  that  grew  in  earth's  fou 
Rare  jewels,  whose  lustre  for  ever  s 
In  a  diadem  matchless,  unfading,  di' 
O  beauty  eternal,  that  reignest  on  h 
O  splendor,  concealed  from  the  sin-' 
The  ransomed  are  clad  in  thy  garmt 
They  wear  thy  bright  laurels  who  to 
Thy  treasures  uncounted  their  guer 
Whose  faith-lighted  footsteps  have  c 

sea. 
Who  have  passed  through  the  thoi 

of  woe, 
To  the  gladness  above,  from  the  sac 
For  well  the  enraptured  evangelist  i 
The  joy  of  the  Lord  in  His  blood-pu 
From  the  crowded  arena,  where  pa| 
And  the  martyr's  glad  p<ean  of  vict 
From    dungeon  and  gibbet,  from 

wheel, 
From  the  torturing  flame,  and  the  p 


;;hristian  hath  fiown 
-to  rfie  martyr-God's 

im  lone  forest  cells, 
solitude  dwells ; 
where  the  dim  arches 

i,  the  canticle  sung; 
o'er  his  manuscripts 

is  wisdom  was  stored ; 
i  flower-decked  shrine, 

s  the  Victim  Divine  ; 
lere  charity's  voice 
he  mourner  rejoice, — 
their  priceless  reward, 
le  joy  of  his  Lord." 
d  the  bright  throng, 
)f  their  jubilant  song. 
1  lowly,  are  there — 

glory  they  share ; 
,  the  noble,  the  slave, 

suffered  to  save, 
n  one  mystical  tie, 

children  on  high, 

of  love 

triumphant  above, 
le  battle  is  done, 
■  brethren  have  won  ! 
ws,  your  trials,  your 

.1  the  glorious  close. 


The  Church   Tt 

Lives  wondrous,  heroic,  lives 
Lives  of  sinners  repentant,  lf\ 
There  are  models  for  all,  ther 
And  those  who  "  do  likewise,' 
O  courtiers,  that  dwell  in  the 
O  conquerors,  crowned  with 
By  the  union  that  binds,  in  oi 
The  slaves  and  the  ransome 

pain, 
Let  your  influence  aid,  let  yo 
The  pilgrims  that  toil  in  the  \ 
Let  your  pleadings  give  stret 

wail — 
Lo!  the  promise:  "The  prj 

avail," 
Ye  who  treasured  the  faith, 

good  fight," 
Aid  the  searcher  for  truth, 

right, 
Till  victory  blesses  the  magit 
Till  the  jewel  of  price  to  its  1 
Till  cleansed  is  the  robe  fr 

taints, 
Till  the  list  is  complete  of  th 


rOD.» 
;r  knight 

le  fight, 


jod,  was  insliluted  by  the 
thai,  from  the  ninth  lo  ihe 
ighboring  lords  and  petty 

Fredel,  "  having  alreairly 
:orrent  at  once,  prudtnt 
iolence.  Several  bishops 
,a[  every  weelf,  during  llie 

Saviour's  prission,  denih, 
loon  of  Wednesday  unlil 
^er  might  be  ttie  cause  nf 
lortly  after,  the  same  pir>. 
Advent  and  Lent,  incliid- 
lasler  Sunday.  Thus,  by 
lorrors  and  calamities  of 
nd  abriiiged.  Its  ravages 
1  to  certain  seasons  of  the 
Idsure  for  passion  to  cool, 
re,  and  for  social  habits  to 
plendid  victory  which  the 
■ss  of  ihe  ancient  tribes  of 
also  due  to  her  influence, 
arbarians  Co  turn  against 
lose    weapons    Ihey   hail 


The  Truce  of  God. 

Yet  they  who  crushed  invading  band, 

And  triumphed  side  by  side. 
Clasped  ne'er  the  kind,  frate 

Nor  shared  the  victor's  pr 
Ay,  they  were  foemen — fier( 

Burned  in  each  haughty  b 
And  deadly  strife  alone  coul 

The  fiend  that  each  posses 

The  shadows  crept  across  tJ 

And  lengthened  o'er  the  1 
For  day  had  wellnigh  ceasei 

O'er  castled  Normandy; 
Sir  Guy,  exultant,  homewar 

From  well- won  border  fra 
De  Montfort  rode  from  toui 

Bedecked  with  guerdons 
They  met  where,  draperied 

And  clasped  by  clinging  i 
The  pilgrim's  guide,  the  wa 

Told  of  a  woe  divine. 
"  Hold !  hold :  "   De  Montft 

"  We  pass  not  now,  Sir  K 
"  Pause  then, "  his  foeman  s 

"  And  nerve  thyself  for  fij 
The  fiery  steeds  impatient  [ 

Awaiting  fierce  commanc 
Gleams  now  each  tried  and 

Within  each  mailclad  har 
"  On !  on  ! "  and  forth  their 

Ha !  is  it  coward  fear 
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mge  and  sudden  hush 

areer  ? 

ider  convent  tower 

emn  bell : 

nagic  power, 

soothing  spell. 
5  deadly  flow 
inched  the  sod, 
or  murmur  low, 
ruce  of  God !  " 
;d  the  startled  look 
;mption's  sign, 
jhty  spirit  shook 
e  divine, 

!  De  Courcy  then : 
mbats  cease, 
ish  strife  of  men 

of  peace." 

ive  our  hatred-sin," 

nan  said ; 

ice  of  love  begin, 

tte  hath  fled." . 

cing  steed  descends, 

his  brand, 

is,  as  faithful  friends, 
Neman's  hand  ; 
3  draping  moss, 
Ny  sod, 

:  that  sacred  cross, 
Truce  of  God. 


A  DREAM  OF  THE  S 

Old  Winter  hath  no  frosty  frov 

For  thee,  O  favored  land ! 
He  weaves  thy  sunlight's  golde 

With  soft,  caressing  hand  ; 
He  brings  no  chilling  robe  of  sr 

To  shroud  thy  vestures  green 
No  chains  to  bind  thy  brooklet'i 

No  veil  to  dim  its  sheen. 
Though  clouds  may  gather,  'tis 

The  soft,  benignant  rain, 
That  bids  the  rose  of  Christmas 

A  dewy  brightness  gain. 
No  icy  blasts  thy  ruin  mourn 

In  blighted  valleys  drear, 
But  fragrance  on  thy  breeze  is  I 

Through  all  the  blooming  ye; 
Yet,  as  1  greet  thy  glowing  ski< 

With  glad,  responsive  smile, 
Strange  memory. pictures  meet 

Strange  visions  rise  the  while 
Again  within  the  wintry  gioom 

A  dreaming  child  I  stand. 
And  see  the  snowy  garlands  bk 

O'er  all  the  Northern  land ; 
Where  lately  hung  the  verdant 

The  pendent  jewels  shine. 
And  snow-wreaths  o'er  the  coti 

Replace  the  clinging  vine. 
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CONSECRATED 

She  hath  bowed  at  the  shri 
And  the  snowy  wings  of  th 
Are  softly  folded  her  heart 

She  hath  brought  the  tribu 
Like  the  star-led  kings  to  I 
And  hers  shall  be  guerdon 

She  hath  offered  the  smile  < 
And  forth  from  hercioudla 
The  shadowless  d^  of  her 

She  hath  given  the  stores  c 
The  balmy  bloom  of  peren 
And  love  with  the  beautj'  < 

Each  dewy  meadow  and  bi 
Till  the  robe  of  our  beautil 
The  radiant  bloom  of  His  1 

She  hath  woven  the  links  c 
And  the  night  of  ages  shal 
One  link  to  rust,  or  to  rend 

And  light  is  that  band  on  h 
'Tis  a  burden  sweet,  'tis  a  i 
*Tis  the  bond  that  bringeth 
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'Tis  a  ladder  of  light,  'tis  a  mystic  stair, 
'Tis  the  pathway  blest  for  the  angels  fair. 
That  for  ever  shall  float  through  her  charmed  a 

Be  true,  dear  land,  to  thy  plighted  vow. 
At  the  sacred  shrine  thou  hast  chosen  now, 
Still  bend  thy  shining  and  spotless  brow  ; 

And  the  worldly  sword  and  the  demon  art 

Can  never  sunder  thy  bands  apart, 

O  beautiful  spouse  of  the  Sacred  Heart ! 


THE  GUARD  OF  HONOR  TO  THE  SACRED 
HEART. 

They  come  in  still  succession  to  keep  the  hour  of 

guard, 
Around  His  throne  they  linger,  in  silent  watch  and 

ward ; 
They  bear  His  badge  of  service,  as  at  His  feet  they 

bow, 
To  pledge  their  fond  submission,  to  breathe  their 

solemn  vow ; 

*  The  guard  of  honor  is  the  beautiful  title  of  an  association  formed  in 
Europe  to  honor,  in  an  especial  manner,  (he  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 
This  devotion  is  most  appropriate  for  the  month  of  June,  the  lovely 
season  so  fittingly  consecrated  to  Ihat  tender  and  compassioaale  Heart. 
Each  member  chooses  on  hour  of  guard,  during  which  he  or  she  lemnLns 
in  silent  adoratiyn  before  the  Sacred  Heart. 


The  Guard  of  i 

While  m  His  audience-chambet 

state, 
His  chosen  guard  of  honor  in  r 
Swift  fly  the  summer  hours,  sofi 
And  still  His  kneeling  subjects 

pay. 
Ah !    why  that  waiting  legion 

royal  throne. 
So  hid  in  crowded  cities,  to 

unknown  ? 
O  worldling-throng  insensate  I 

pride! 
They  come  to  "  watch  one  hou 

beside. 
That  hidden  throne  is  canopiei 

wings. 
That  still,  secluded  temple   cc 

kings; 
In  heaven's  fondest  worship  eai 

part, 
When    mortals  bow  before    \ 

Sacred  Heart. 
With   spotless    lilies  blooming 

divine, 
With  roses  pouring  incense  upc 
With  tapers    sending    steadfa; 

pointing  flame, 
With  bells  that  hail  His  com 

acclaim, — 
With  all  that  nature  offereth, 

can  bring. 
Each  heart  its  worship  blendetl 

its  King. 
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a,  love's  shining  altar- 

ince  that  chimes  His 

iiarm  Him  with  fresh, 

His   guarding  legions 

it  for   hearts   unkind, 

ather,  who  know  nof 

ffering  for  Love's  re- 

of  blessed  "  Peace  on 

lO  of  heaven's  eternal 

[1,   and   glory   to   the 

d  by   heav'nly   watch 

d  and  glorious  guard ! 
and  may  the  band  ye 

the  symbol  fair, 
by  fond,  celestial  art, 
ide,  your  Sov'reign's 

ning  cross,  the  flames 

3und,  the  life-blood  of 
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The  calmness,  meek  and  lowly, 

t  marked  the  Nazarene ; 
his  eye's  soft  beaming, 
on  his  placid  brow, 

"ead  the  hero-firmness 

iuty's  sacred  vow. 

•  #         *         »         #         « 

ear  of  priceless  treasures 
:  Christians  dare  to  own — 
els  meet  to  glisten 
egal  brows  alone ; 
ilth  of  shining  silver, 
store  of  gleaming  gold, 
thou,  the  foe  of  Cassar, 
,  in  thy  caskets  hold." 
iristian's  brow  was  lifted, 
new,  celestial  grace 
:d  that  matchless  figure, 
crowned  that  seraph  face, 
rue,  O  mighty  prefect ! 
jre  of  priceless  gems, 
els  meet  to  glisten 
gal  diadems — 
th  of  shining  silver, 
right,  uncounted  gold, 
iristians,  friends  to  Cgesar, 
eerless  treasures  hold." 
ay'st  thou  so?  then  listen: 
rack,  nor  scorching  flame, 
risp  thy  flesh  to  blackness, 
2nd  thy  writhing  frame; 


Beside  the    Western  Sea. 

But  calmly  guides  them  onward. 

Before  the  curule  chair. 
"  Behold  the  Christian  treasures, 

Behold  each  living  gem. 
More  fair  than  fairest  jewels 

In  proudest  diadem ; 
More  bright  than  sheen  of  silver, 

More  rich  than  gleaming  gold, 
Are  these,  the  Master's  dear  ones, 

The  Church's  wealth  untold." 

****** 

O  Christians!  through  the  ages 

Love's  legacies  descend, 
The  store  of  gems  uncounted. 

The  wealth  that  cannot  end. 
"  The  poor  ye  still  have  with  you," 

The  jewels  of  His  crown, 
To  mirror  heaven's  glory, 

And  shed  its  peace  adown. 
O  guard  His  treasures  fondly. 

And  bid  them  ceaseless  shine, 
In  love's  resplendent  setting, 

In  mercy's  golden  shrine ! 
So  shall  ye  enter  boldly 

The  palace  of  your  King, 
With  wealth  eternal  ladea. 

As  royal  offering. 


THE  HOLY  FATHER'S  SILVER  JUBILEE. 

Hail,  golden  year  of  benison  and  jubilee  sublime! 

Hail,  brightest  of  the  gems  that  deck  the  jewelled 
zone  of  time ! 

O  well  may  glad  Te  Deums  ring  through  many  a 
holy  fane, 

Where  faith's  enraptured  children  wake  the  clear 
triumphal  strain, 

Till  hearts,  o'erfraught  with  happiness,  shall  mur- 
mur, 'mid  their  glee, 

"  Ah  !  'nunc  dimUtis  I '  we  have  seen  our  Father's 
jubilee  ! " 

Exult,  O  nations,  halo-crowned !  with  loud  evvivas 
ring! 

Hail,  Pio  Nono,  pastor  true !  all  hail,  our  Pontiff- 
King! 

Hail  to  the  brow  that  yet  doth  wear  its  glorious 
triple  crown ! 

Hail  to  the  hand  that  would  not  lay  its  ancient 
sceptre  down ! 

Hail  to  the  form  that  ne'er  hath  quailed  before  the 
tempest-shock ! 

Hail,  faithfiil  feet,  that  firmly  stand  on  truth's  eter- 
nal rock! 

O  wonderful  pontificate !   O  glory-circled  reign ! 

When  memory  wakes  thy  golden  years  to  life  and 
light  again, 
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Swift  gliding  o*er  that  shining  path,  what  scenes  of 
magic  hue, 

What  fair,  celestial  pageants  pass  before  her  dazzled 
view ! 

Lo,  shrined  amid  the  mystic  stars  that  shed  their 
wondrous  gleam, 

The  brightest  form  in  all  the  blest  apocalyptic 
dream  ! 

Low  bowed  before  that  figure  fair,  thus  throned  in 
royal  state, 

We  fondly  breathe  her  fitting  name,  our  Queen  Im- 
maculate ! 

Behold  the  pontiff  hand  that  writes,  in  lines  of  fade- 
less flame, 

Above  her  starry  diadem,  that  pure  and  peerless 
name; 

List  to  the  voice  resounding  clear,  amid  our  earthly 
din, 

Immaculata  !   Snowy  bloomy  unstained  by  primal  sin  ! 

tT  tT  tT  TT  tT  TT  TT  w  tt 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  spicy  gales,  across  a  sunlit 

sea. 
Comes  now  in  clear  and  ceaseless  tones  a  matchless 

history, — 
A  tale  that  tells,  in  trumpet  notes,  of  hearts  serene 

and  strong. 
Of  hands  that  bear  the  mystic  palm  amid  the  victor 

throng ; 
Of  feet  that  trod  the  thorny  path,  and  crossed  the 

crimson  flood. 
Of  robes  that  wear  the  royal  hue,  bestowed  by 

martyr  blood. 
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And  once  again  that  potent  hand 

blest  decree. 
And  lo,  the  deathless  list  records 

history ! 

0  Christians !  greet  the  shining  thr 

homage  pay : 
Hail,  sainted  heroes  of  Japan  /  kail,  ttu 

The  golden  days  are  speeding  on.to, 

past. 
Until  the  glad  triumphal  morn  in  glc 
And  now  the  crowning  vision  wa 

call  again, 

1  he  wondrous    pageant    grandly 

majestic  train : 
A    priestly-vestured  multitude,  a 

throng, 
The  dauntless  soldiers  of  the  cross, 

of  wrong. 
Why  tread  they  thus  thy  throu 

encircled  Rome? 
vVhy  peal  the  silver  clarion  notes  w 

dome? 
A  magic  voice  from  Peter's  Rock 

land  to  land, 
The  legions  of  the  deathless  King 

blest  command ; 
Their  ranks  are  formed,  their  voici 

responsive  tone, 
Their  consecrated  armies  bow  bel 

throne.  . 
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Tliey  gather  on  that  Living  Rock,  o'er  billows  tem- 
pest-tossed, 

And  on  each  sacred  brow  descends  the  flame  of 
Pentecost. 

The  Council  ends,  the  task  is  o'er,  the  work  of 
triumph  done, 

And  for  the  signet-ring  of  Truth  its  brightest  jewel 
won. 

Sweet  promise  kept !  O  star-eyed  Truth,  thy  foes 
can  ne'er  prevail ! 

Thy  flock  shall  know  the  shepherd  voice  that  cannot  faint 
or/ail. 

And  now,  while  stilt  the  golden  days  in  swift  proces- 
sion flee. 

Behold!  again  the  pontiff  hand, inscribes  its  blest 
decree. 

And  he  whose  faithful  arm  sustained  the  jewel 
shrined  in  clay, 

Still  shields  the  casket  whence  it  shed  its  life-bestow- 
ing ray ; 

The  stainless  lily  blooms  beside,  and  angels  bend 
above, 

The  eucharistic  cradle  watched  by  Joseph's  matchless 
love. 
********* 

O  glorious  pontificate  !  well  may  thy  shining  days 

Receive  the  meed  of  fadeless  fame,  the  pealing  tones 
of  praise ! 

Hail, then,  bright  year  of  benison  and  jubilee  sub- 
lime, 

For  ever  let  thy  glory  light  the  jewelled  zone  of  time ! 
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They  come,  obedient  to  the  call, 

True  soldiers  of  the  King ; 
One  aim,  one  cause,  one  sou/  is  theirs, 

One  standard  forth  they  ding. 
They  gather  from  remotest  realms. 

From  regions  strange  and  far. 
Yet  naught  can  break  their  serried  ranks, 

Their  firm  alliance  bar. 
Ah !  whose  the  tones  of  mystic  might, 

The  fondly  answered  call — 
The  voice  that  rings  o'er  land  and  sea, 

To  rouse  its  legions  all  ? 
And  who  are  ye  who  journey  far 

O'er  mount,  and  wave,  and  waste  ? 
.   Who  claims  your  willing  service-vows? 

What  strife  doth  bid  ye  haste? 
Our  Father's  is  the  voice  of  strength 

That  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea ; 
He  calls  his  knights,  whose  order  biest 

Arose  in  Galilee. 
The  Pontiff-King,  the  ruler  throned 

On  faith's  eternal  rock ; 
The  pastor  of  one  world-wide  fold, 

-True  shepherd  o'er  one  flock ; 
The  Vicar  of  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Pure  leader  of  the  right ; 
The  chief  who  rules  a  bloodless  strife, 

'Gainst  wrong's  rebellious  might, — 
We  are  his  vassals,  vowed,  till  death. 

To  service  fond  and  leal ; 
Our  strength  is  as  the  granite  firm. 

Our  hearts  are  hearts  of  steei. 
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5  stately  vessels  fraught,  from  deck 

old, 

c  hosts  who  sought  the  fairy  fleece 

staff  was  placed  within  a  steadfast 

1  pathway  traced  unto  the  sunset 

the  treasure  fair  within  the  dark- 

idest  worship,  there,  at  Mammon's 

ine. 

;  that  toiler  sought,  but  to  the  West- 

loon  he  brought  than  all  its  golden 

iceless  gifts  of  peace,  the  gems  of 

'e, 

1th  that  can  not  cease,  from  depth- 

30ve. 


A  Rhyme  of  Cot 

And,  crowning  all,  the  gem 

sweetly  hid 
In  calm,  secluded  Bethlehe 

amid: 
Strength  for  the  "  burden  ar 

too  torrid  day, 
Rest  for  the  worn  and  wear 

way: 
Pure  manna-bread,  bestowii 

maketh  glad, " 
That  giveth  courage  for  th< 

the  sad. 
Lo!  this  the  wealth  that  pilg 

beyond  the  sea, 
And  ah  !  with  ceaseless  care 

bounty  free. 
Behold  the  rich  result  of  toi 

fair, 
That  ripened  on  the  barren 

bare; 
E'en   'mid  the  sheen  of  wo 

unfading  glow, 
The  golden  glory  of  the  cros 
Where  faith's  rock-founded  1 

mists  above. 
Crowned,  in  the  tight  of  fa 

flame  of  love. 
In  cloister  homes,  serene  am 

truth. 
Lit  by  the  spouses  of  the  La 

youth ; 
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ocks  no  longer  roam  on  highways 

:old, 

low  the  peaceful  home  in  mercy's 

brows  of  fever  bum,  sweet  watchers 

ing  glances  turn  to  peace  and  rest 

ihop,  pastor  true,  to  thee  our  thanks 

\  to  dare  and  do,  O  strongest  'mid 

)nd  and   fost'ring  care  the  ripened 

nes, 

ineyard  gleameth  fair  with  fruit  of 

jrace  in  fulness  flows,  to  cool  the 

rat, 

ossoms  like  the  rose,"  with  dewy 

eet 

1,  through  misty  years,  we  turn  the 

;aze, 

try's  call,  appears  the  train  of  "  early 

le  crazier  placed  within  thy  stead- 
rim  path  is  traced  unto  the  sunset 

idrous  work  is  wrought  upon  the 

ore, 

id  land  is  fraught  with  rich,  unfailing 


A  WELCOME  TO 

RIGHT  REV.  BISHOP  0'( 

ON  HIS  ARRIVAL  AT  HARTSTILLB,  CAI 
[Recited  by  the  Pupils  of  the  ConvCDt  of  ; 

PART  I. 

Tht  Younger  Pupils.    Song  of  Wetco: 

Wet  Sheet  and  a  Flowing  S 

(Solo.) — We  haste,  we  haste  to  wel 

Our  humble  gifts  we  bring ; 

With  voices  mingled,  glad  and  i 

Our  simple  lay  we  sing. 
These  gentle  flowers  shall  sweetl 

Our  tale  of  joy  and  love. 
And  be  the  types  of  flowers  that 
In  fadeless  bowers  above. 
{Chorus.) — And  thus  we  haste  to  wi 
Our  humble  gifts  we  bring; 
j        With  voices  mingled,  glad  and  f 
Our  simple  lay  we  sing. 
First  Speaker.— Mine  is  a  gift  of 
The  fairest  flower  that  grows ; 
The  monarch  of  a  lovely  race 
Is  she,  the  regal  rose. 
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And  symbol  of  that  perfect  queen 

Of  sister  virtues  rare, 
Sweet  charity  !  her  type  is  seen 
Shrined  in  its  bosom  fair. 

Second  Speaker. — Deep  in  the  moss,  a  jewel  set, 
I  found  the  lowly  violet ; 
Its  fairest  charm  I  offer  thee, 
The  type  of  sweet  humility.  •  ■ 

Third  Speaker. — On  my  purple  floweret  see 
Fair  reward  of  piety  : 
Striving  God  alone  to  please, 
Thus  we  find  our  best  keart's-ease. 

Fourth  Speaker. — I  chose  the  flower  that  loves 
to  dwell 
Deep  in  the  verdant  mossy  dell — 
Forget-me-not !    That  tender  name 
For  us  a  priceless  boon  shall-claim : 
A  constant  place  and  endless  share 
In  our  dear  bishop's  heart  and  prayer. 

Address.     {Presentatimt  of  Bouquet^ 
Receive,  O  honored  prelate,  now, 

The  homage  fond,  sincere, 
Which  we,  with  smiles  on  lip  and  brow, 

Have  come  to  offer  here ! 
And  take  our  gift— these  blossoms  bear, 

Upon  their  petals  bright. 
Sweet  types  of  graces  pure  and  fair. 

Fit  gems  for  spirits  white. 
Thou  wilt  not  scorn  thy  children's  love. 

For  He,  the  Saviour  mild. 
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Though  King  of  fadeless  realms  abov 

Became  a  little  child. 
Ah !  thou  wilt  guard,  with  fondest  ca: 

With  watchful  tenderness, 
From  dangers  dark  and  lurking  snare 

The  lambs  He  deigned  to  bless. 
Thy  potent  prayers  will  safely  shrine 

Each  sacred  spirit-gem, 
Till  all  shall  gleam,  with  light  divine, 

In  love's  own  diadem. 


PART  II. 
Scene  Y.^The  Welcome.  {For  the  Youni 
First  Speaker. — A  gladsome  morn  is  t 
friends,  and  joy 
Reigns,  crowned  and  smiling,  o'er  our  hea: 
The  boon  we  sought — the  fair,  the  pricele 
So  long  the  burden  of  each  earnest  praye 
At  length  is  granted :  from  his  distant  hoi 
Across  the  watery  waste,  feir  angel  guide 
Have  led  our  honored  prelate — he  is  bert 
Here  in  our  very  midst !  O  joyous  word; 
What  power  is  theirs  to  thrill  each  yeami 
Safe  here  at  last — our  bishop,  father,  frien 
From  his  anointed  hands  how  will  the  bal 
Of  benedictions,  like  the  dew  of  heaven, 
Descend  on  worthy  brows !  Inspired  wo 
Will  echo,  like  sweet  music,  through  the  < 
Of  each  enraptured  spirit ;  soothing  smiU 
Shall  light  each  joy  and  banish  every  cart 
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low  shall  we  welcome  him  ? 
greeting?    In  what  fitting  form 
ss  the  joy,  the  love,  the  hope, 
ngeth  ?    Speak,  O  gentle  friends. 
AKER. — Let  us  prepare  an  offering 

aithful  love,  and  symbolize 

ifts  and  graces  which  bedeck 

ivored  soul. 

iCER, — A  happy  thought ! 

:t  friends,  shall  this  fond  tribute  be? 

;  find  a  fitting  gift  for  him  ? 

^KER. — What  fairer  gift,  O  dear  ones, 

:et  types  of  ev'ry  gentle  grace, 
gems — the  pure,  dew-  laden  flowers ; 
1  fragrance,  and  in  glowing  hues, 
lest  language.     One  whose  soul 
with  a  mantle,  in  sweet  thoughts, 
ed  these  ornaments  of  earth 
Iphabet,"  by  which  they  write, 
)rds  of  fragrant  syllables, 
m,  that  our  longing  eyes 
;in  the  beauty  and  the  bliss 
ipreme  in  dear  and  distant  heaven. 
itER.— A  lovely  fancy !     It  doth  well 

Appropriate  gifts,  indeed, 
blossoms — but  thy  thought  is  late  j 
he  lambkins  of  our  flock 
itwined  these  graceful  types 
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Of  virtue  and  affection,  to  present 
Unto  our  honored  bishop. 

Sixth  Speaker. —  In  th 

Of  fadeless  bliss  and  beauty  music  reigns 
And  perfect  harmonies  and  sweet  accord: 
Express  the  joy  and  love  of  perfect  souls 
Let  us,  then,  in  our  gladness,  imitate 
Feebly,  but  willingly,  the  angel  choirs — 
Ay,  let  us  tell  our  happiness  in  song. 
In  sweet,  melodious  notes,  and  gladsome 

0  let  us  welcome  him ! 

Seventh  Speaker. —  Ay,  that 

He  will  not  scorn  e'en  humble  lays  like  o 
In  this,  the  spring-time  of  our  lives,  'tis  m 
That  each  young  heart,  like  freest  woodli 
Should  warble  forth  its  happiness  in  song 
And  he  will  listen,  with  indulgent  ear, 
To  our  imperfect  notes,  for  they  shall  swe 
Like  fresh,  glad  fountains,  from  o'erfiowin 

Eighth  Speaker. — And  now,  O  dear 
ions,  let  us  choose 
One  from  our  number,  who,  in  fitting  woi 
Will  speak  our  joyous  welcome,  and  impli 
For  us,  the  youthful  members  of  his  flock, 
A  little  share  of  his  paternal  love 
And  tender  guardianship.     For  this  sweel 

1  here  select  thee,  Mary  ;  and  I  know, 
O  sweet  associates,  this  choice  is  yours. 

{All>f — It  is.  it  is,  our  glad,  united  choio 
Mary. — You  have  conferred  on  me,  ti 
friends, 
A  dignity,  an  honor,  which,  in  truth, 
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[  am  all  unfit 

;weet,  but  solemn  task. 

mgue  and  words  inadequate 

express  those  glowing  thoughts, 

;lings,  with  which  your  fond  souls 

^lad  morn  ?    And  yet  ray  heart 

lake  the  effort  for  your  sakes, 

vhich,  with  you,  I  partake. 

1  be  uttered  from  the  depths 

:  'twill  be,  at  least,  sincere. 

a  tittle  time,  dear  ones, 

e  to  unite  again, 

ngled  hearts  and  blended  smiles, 

ime,  our  enduring  love, 

id  venerated  friend, 

[Exeunt. 


Scene  II 
eet  thee,  we  greet  thee, 
nd  with  song, 
gay,  gladsome,  and  free ; 
3m  the  hearts 
llowed  thee  long, 
r  the  boundless  sea. 
d  tribute,  united,  sincere, 
;,  our  father  and  friend ; 
d  coming,  to  welcome  thee  here, 
'ith  our  voices  shall  blend. 
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(Address.) — To  tby  new  home  beside  tl 

Sea, 
O  father  loved  !  we  gladly  welcome  thee 
For  eager  hearts  have  watched  and  wait 
To  greet  thee  here  with  blended  smile  ar 
Here,  at  thy  feet,  their  homage  fond  to  \ 
And  bless  the  dawn  of  this  most  gladsom 
Before  thee,  now,  our  reverent  heads  we 
And  fondly  hail  our  bishop,  father,  friem 
Receive  our  greeting,  humble,  yet  sincei 
To  lays  unskilled,  ah  !  lend  a  patient  ear. 
These  joyous-smiles  are  free  from  guilefi 
These  simple  strains  gush  warm  from  ci 

heart — 
Accept  them,  then,  and  grant  thy  childrei 
Place  in  thy  heart,  and  kind  paternal  car 
Fondly  we  thank  the  love,  the  zeal,  that 
Thy  willing  footsteps  quit  the  classic  sha 
And  from  the  pure  and  peaceful  joys  thai 
Their  benedictions  on  thy  favored  isle, 
Depart,  obedient  to  thy  Lord's  behest, 
To  His  new  vineyard,  planted  in  the  We 
Ah !  faithful  servant,  'tis  a  sterile  soil, 
Yet  richest  fruit  shall  bless  thy  patient  tc 
A  helpless  flock,  long  pressed  by  sorest  n 
Shall  gladly  hasten,  from  thy  hand  to  fee 
And  from  wolf-haunted  paths  and  mount 
Thy  voice  shall  guide  each  wand'rer  tc  t 
Here  is  proud  conquest  for  thy  Lord  and 
A  noble  empire  'neath  His  rule  to  bring; 
New  lustre  here  for  heaven's  fair  renown 
New  gems  to  sparkle  in  thy  monarch's  ci 
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Souls  of  uncounted  value,  here,  to  win 

From  the  vile  slavery  of  sordid  sin ; 

Hearts  to  be  purged  from  all  their  worldly  dross, 

Wills  to  be  vanquished  by  the  saving  cross. 

Holy  thy  task,  and  priceless  thy  reward 

From  the  rich  bounty  of  thy  well-served  Lord — 

The  fairest  boon  to  faithful  servants  given : 

A  glorious  title  in  His  court  of  heaven. 

Once  more  we  hail  thee,  conqueror,  pastor,  friend, 

Once  more  our  reverent  hearts  to  thee  we  bend ; 

And  once  again,  with  smiles  on  lip  and  brow, 

Our  faithful  love  we  fondly  proffer  now. 

And  of  thy  gifts,  again  we  claim  our  share : 

Place  in  thy  heart,  and  portion  in  th)'  prayer ; 

For  well  we  know  that,  strengthened,  shielded  thus, 

Thy  heaven-sent  graces  shall  descend  on  us : 

Strength  to  endure  the  tempest*s  blighting  power, 

Light  to  discern  the  rainbow  through  the  shower ; 

Wisdom  to  count  all  earthly  things  as  dross, 

Courage  to  glory  only  in  the  cross ; 

Faith  for  life's  noon,  and  peace  to  bless  its  even, 

Eternal  freedom  when  its  bonds  are  riven ; 

And  place,  with  thee,  amid  the  white-robed  band, 

In  the  bright  pastures  of  the  better  land. 

(Song^ — Once  more  we  hasten  to  swell  the  glad 
strain. 

With  voices  united  and  free  ; 
Heart-smiles  and  heart-greetings  we  offer  again, 

O  heaven-sent  Bishop,  to  thee ! 
And  thus  our  glad  tribute,  united,  sincere, 

We  give  thee,  our  father,  our  friend  ; 
To  swell  the  glad  chorus,  to  welcome  thee  here, 

Our  hearts  and  our  voices  shall  blend. 
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Address.  ( With  presenta 
A  duty  sweet  remains  for  me — 

A  task  with  purest  pleasure  fr 
To  offer  here,  on  bended  knee, 

The  gift  which  willing  hands 
Accept  it  now — a  wealth  of  lovi 
With  every  shining  thread  we  v 

Though  all  undecked  with  costl 
No  jewel  from  the  gleaming  r 

Set  in  a  monarch's  diadem. 
With  half  so  pure  a  ray  coulc 

As  the  rich  treasure,  hidden  hei 

Affection's  jewels,  pure  and  cle: 

Thy  children's  hearts  with  new 
Will  throb,  when  thou  wilt  di 

Their  offering  at  the  sacred  rite 
That  so  the  incense  of  thy  pr; 

On  fragrant  wings  may  upward 

Alike  the  givers  and  the  gift. 

Again  in  gratitude  to  thee. 
Our  loved  Archbishop,*  here 

For  many  a  priceless  memory 
Of  thy  fond  care  clings  rounc 

May  heaven's  best  gifts,  like  de 

On  thee,  our  father  and  our  frie 

■  His  Grace,  the  Mo«t  Rev.  Archbishop  c 
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ince  shall  enshrine- 
■s,  tried  and  true, 
chain,  shall  twine 
ds  and  the  new. 
n  ne'er  be  riven — 
ar  name  in  heaven.* 


^  THE  "MATER  MISERI- 
ORDI^."  t 

Jr !    O  scene  sublime, 
f  the  Christmas  time ! 
dimly-lighted  room, 
's  mystic  gloom, 
iacred  scenes  I  see 
vondrous  history: 
;,  the  beasts  that  fed 
Iter's  lowly  bed ; 
st,  the  mother  mild, 
)re  the  Holy  Child  ; 

,ed  Fa,tlier  Slatterj,  late  pastor  of  Marys- 

jgesled  by  a  visit  to  a  most  beautiful  and 
tethlehem  and  the  sacred  manger,  nhere 
"  Tbis  really  wonderful  scene  occupies  the 
.t  the  "  Miler  Miiericordix,"  adjoiniog  St. 
,  under  the  charge  of  the  noble  Sisters  of 
'Otto,  occupies  the  foreground,  and  in  the 
lem.  with  its  cottages  and  spacious  castle- 
r  lights  placed  Hithto,  produdng  a,  very 


Representation  of  Bethlehem. 

Tlic  shepherds  three — His  earthly  trai 
First  subjects,  hast'ning  from  the  plain 
To  hail  Messiah's  longed-for  reign, 
While  angel  throngs,  attendants  fair, 
Courtiers  of  heaven,  are  watching  thei 
And  from  its  bleak  hills,  looking  down 
Lo,  Bethlehem's  chiil  and  churlish  ton 
With  spacious  castle,  fair  and  proud. 
Where  splendor  shines,  and  mirth  is  lo 
And,  nestled  near  that  princely  dome. 
Full  many  a  cheerful  cottage  home; 
Full  many  an  inn,  where  welcome  rest 
Was  proffered  to  the  wealthy  guest: 
But,  on  that  night  of  cold  and  gloom. 
For  heaven's  King  earth  had  no  room ; 
And  earth's  first  Christmas  words  of  c 
Were  rude  rebuff  and  scornful  sneer. 
Ah,  well  that  wondrous  room  portrays 
The  contrast,  to  my  awe-struck  gaze, 
'Twixt  love  divine  and  human  pride — 
Meet  picture  for  the  Christmas-tide  I 
And,  journeying  from  the  East  afar, 
Still  gazing  on  their  guiding  star, 


pretly  eifect.  In  front  of  the  Castle  extends  a  plain,  covere 
*,ind  grass,  on  which  flocks  of  sheep  are  seen  quietly  feeding, 
ing'ihe  borders  of  the  plain  are  the  three  Eastern  kings,  or  I 
steadfastly  on  the  mysterious  star.  The  figures  are  all  lift 
kings  are  richly  robed,  and  bear  golden  vases  and  caskets, 
tiful  scene  h:is  been  constructed  with  no  little  labor  and  eif 
one  of  the  many  proofs  of  the  aflectionale  solicitude  of  the 
in  proviilinE  for  the  pleasure  and  edification  of  the  truly  fortui 
of  the  "  Mater  Misericordise."  or  home  for  virluous  young 
employment,  and  exposed  lo  the  perils  of  the  "  wide,  wide 
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Again  I  see  the  eager  kings, 
With  gleaming  gifts  of  precious  things — 
Great  monarchs,  chosen  to  adore 
Where  poorest  shepherds  knelt  before ! 

O  vision  fair!     O  scene  sublime, 

Sweet  picture  for  the  Christmas -time ! 

Ah,  Mercy's  home  is  fitting  place 

Love's  tender  story  thus  to  trace ! 

For,  love  like  His  hath  labored  here 

Fair  dwelling  for  *'  His  own  "  to  rear — 

Sweet  resting-place  for  weary  age, 

For  homeless  yoiith  rich  heritage: 

And  so  'tis  meet  that  unto  them 

Be  shown  blest  dreams  of  Bethlehem. 

And  they,  too,  that  from  worldly  din, 

From  care  and  strife,  from  pride  and  sin, 

Come  up,  as  pilgrims,  to  the  shrine 

Of  lowliness  and  peace  divine, 

To  linger  "  e'en  one  hour  "  beside 

The  crib  where  God  hath  deigned  to  hide, — 

Shall  learn  sweet  lessons,  holy  themes 

For  musings  blest  and  sacred  dreams ; 

And  thence  shall  bear  full  many  a  gem 

Of  graces,  won  from  Bethlehem, 

And  fondly  hail  love's  ceaseless  birth. 

Where  heaven  descends,  each  day,  to  earth, 

In  Mercy's  home,  serene  and  fair, 

'Neath  "Mater  Misericord iae's"  care. 


THE   CHRISTIAN    BROTHERS 

THE  DEAD  ON  THE  BATTL 

OF  CHAMPIGNY.* 

[An  inddent  of  the  Franco- Prussian  W 

A  SNOW-HEAPED  plain — a  grim  and  gl 
With  crimson  stains  o'er  all  its  gleami 
And  stark,  still  forms  death's  dreary  V 
In  dread  abundance,  on  that  frozen  Be 
Night  brooding  near,  and  torches*  lur 
Shedding  weird  lustre  o'er  the  place  i 
Yet  weaving  wreaths  of  radiance,  rid 
Round  love's  brave  legions,  calmly  gi 
How  gleams  the  halo  o'er  each  hero-l 
Serenely  bowed  above  the  stern-faced 
How,  framed  in  splendor,  shine  the  fig 
That  tireless  bend,  till  ev'ry  soldier's  j 
By  steadfast  hand,  by  firm,  unceasing 
At  last  is  conquered  from  the  churUsl 

*  For  three  days  after  the  engageraeols  of  Noven 
sUty  Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools  were  occu| 
work  of  mercy — the  burial  of  the  dead.  "  Some"  (. 
entitled.  "The  Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools, 
1870  and  1871,"  "  attacked,  wilh  spade  and  ihovel, 
ground;  otfiers,  carrying  stretchers  on  iheir  bac 
Prussian  lines.  On  the  third  morning,  when  the 
complete  Iheir  mournful  task,  they  find  the  trend 
snow.    The  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  shovel  out  the 
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And  reverent  hands  uplift  the  valiant  dead, 

And  lay  the  warrior  in  his  earthly  bed ! 

And  when  the  grave  has  ta'en  its  solemn  trust, 

And  dust  is  given  to  its  kindred  dust; 

When  the  last  sod  each  sepulchre  hath  sealed. 

And  life's  fair  germs  rest  in  their  "Holy  Field," 

Then  the  brave  hands  that  wrought  the  work  q\ 

love 
Are  fondly  raised  those  hills  of  death  above. 
And  on  the  still  and  star-illumined  air 
Floats  the  sweet  incense  of  the  toilers'  prayer. 
Their  De  Profundis,  in  its  solemn  strain, 
Bindeth  the  dead  with  love's  eternal  chain, 
And  weaves  fair  wreaths  of  heaven's  blest  renown — 
The  Christian  Brothers'  amaranthine  crown. 


tbey  proceed  to  the  burying  of  the  last  bodies.  At  evening,  there  were 
ttill  some  bodies  at  the  edge  of  the  trenches ;  the  shovels  rattled  on  the 
hard  earth  with  a  dull,  sullen  sound,  and  the  toichlight  flickered 
drearily.  The  Ust  cotpse  was  at  length  buried,  and  the  Brothers  knelt 
together  on  the  earth,  and  recited  the  Di  Profundis,  the  final  bene- 
diction and  last  farewell  of  the  Christian  to  those  that  are  do  more,"— 
Noble  soldiers  of  the  Prince  of  Peace!  Glorious  sons  of  De  La 
Salle !  Worthy  companions  of  the  saintly,  the  heroic.  Brother  Philippf ! 
Eternal  boQor  to  the  Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools  J 


•    • 


THE  "MATER  MISE 

The  world  doth  rear  i 

Its  palaces  of  pride. 
Where  art  and  beauty 

And  pomp  and  powt 
There  rank  and  wealth 

There  pleasure  keepi 
There  gathers  oft  a  goi 

The  lofty  and  the  gri 

•  The  "  Maler  Misericotdije  "  is  the  bi 
for  Ihe  home  for  females  of  good  chara 
ment,  or  deprived  of  the  safe  shelter  of  f 
is  under  the  charge  of  the  Sisters  ot  Merc 
St.  Mary's  Hospital  building  and  the  ' 
Females,"  corner  of  First  and  Bryaut  Stre 
lines  were  written  wilh  the  abject  of  a: 
humble  ability  will  permit,  this  truly  m 
taking  of  the  devoted  Sisters  of  Mercy.  ' 
in^  containing  sewing-rooms,  dormitorie: 
Here  the  inmales  are  taught  dressmaking, 
and  machine),  ironing,  and  indeed  all  kin< 
of  loacly-made  clothing  and  articles  of  ne 
on  hand,  and  offered  for  sale  at  very  n 
work  are  earnestly  solicited.  A  visit  to 
found  sulficiently  interesting  (o  repay  the 
assistance,  either  by  purchasing  articles, 
others,  by  a  "  word  in  season,"  to  give  on 
bered  most  gratefully  by  the  good  Sisi 
recompense  promised  by  the  Godof  merq 
widow's  mile  "or  the  "cup  of  cold  water' 
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e  seen  a  grander  hall, 

ion  fairer  far, 

Jeless  beauty  decks  the  wall, 

■est  treasures  are : 

;er  Misericordias's"  home, 

rcy's  hall  of  state, 

ign,  beneath  its  shelf  ring  dome, 

ers  truly  great. 

■  handmaids  of  the  King, 
luses  of  the  Lamb, 
et  dominion  hither  bring, 
vay  benign  and  calm, 
Mercy,  rulers  sweet ! 
mtle  realm  is  here, 
tue  finds  its  safe  retreat 
5ril  and  from  fear. 

he  precious  charge  ye  take, 

der  watch  and  ward, 

y,  for  the  Master's  sake, 

sures  here  ye  guard. 

the  homeless !  blest  repose 

ry  pilgrim-feet ! 

r  when  the  desert  glows 

rcest  noontide  heat ! 

ds  of  comfort,  teachings  fond, 
;  through  life's  dark  way ; 
pses  of  the  rest  beyond, 
;ht,  eternal  day, — 


St.  Ig 

These  are  the  priceli 
The  treasures  ye  t 

O  gentle  handmaids 
His  ministers  belo 

Ah !  richest  benisons 

In  softest  manna-n 
On  Mercy's  heaven-g 

On  Mercy's  subjec 
'Neath  "  Mater  Misei 

Your  realm  shall  e 
And  peace  shall  broo 

Within  her  quiet  ni 


[Written  for  his 

Sound  the  glad  paeans 

Hail  to  the  chieftain's 
For  valiant  heart,  and  f 

Honor  and  endless  fa 
Honor  to  him  who  hatb 

Over  the  hydra  foe ! 
Honor  to  him  who  hatl: 

Hosts  by  the  Bend  lai' 
Honor  to  him  who  hath 

Crushing  it  'neath  tht 
Scorning  the  world  ant 

And  its  fame's  corrod 
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Honor  to  him  for  the  conquest  made. 

When  glory's  songs  were  sweet — 
For  the  soldier's  fame  and  the  shining  blade 

Ofiered  at  Mary's  feet  I 
Honor  to  him  who  was  nobler  far 

In  his  pilgrim  robe  of  gray. 
Than  when  he  shone  as  the  courtly  star, 

Or  rode  in  the  war  array  ! 
Honor  to  him  for  the  conquest  grand, 

With  fiend  of  pride  still  waged, 
When  he  wrought,  with  willing  and.  tender  hand. 

Where  the  plague  triumphant  raged  ! 
Honor  to  him  for  a  valiant  host — 

His  glorious  subject-train, 
Who  bravely  fight  where  the  need  is  most. 

In  the  deadliest  battle-rain ! 
Ay,  honor  to  him  for  the  gift  he  gave 

The  glorious  rock-built  throne : 
For  a  knighthood  grand,  for  an  Order  brave  — 

Hath  earth  a  braver  known  ? 
Then  sound  his  triumph  o'er  wave  and  land  ; 

Loyola's  sons,  arise, 
And  waft  your  pasans,  O  dauntless  band, 

E'en  to  the  sunlit  skies ! 
Legions,  who  bow  at  the  throne  of  the  King, 

Echo  that  leader's  name  t 
Blessed  Ignatius !  e'en  heaven  shall  sing 

Thy  fitting  and  endless  fame. 


ivia 


THE  FRANCISCAN  M. 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  O  hero-band,  thai 

palm ! 
Rejoice,  O  victor-throng,  that  we 

the  Lamb ! 
Another  hand  hath  plucked  the 

umph's  mystic  tree, 
Another  royal  robe  is  dyed  in  sii 

sea: 
Rooin  'mid  your  shining  ranks  for 

well  may  claim 
The  hero's  halo-circled  crown,  the 

less  name. 

*  Father  Fnmdsco  De  Bassoste,  one  of  the  e: 
Banished  from  their  convent  and  country  by  the  t 
government  of  Guatemala,  sought  refuge  in  our 
the  generous  Fathers  of  St.  Ignatius'  College 
hospitable  shelter  after  their  weary  wanderings, 
and  persecAition  is  touching  in  the  extreme,  and 
Madame  Rolandi  "O  Liberty  I  what  crimes 
namel  "  But  the  consecrated  servants  of  Chri 
suffeiings  with  angelic  patience.  For  Ihdr  cruo 
words  of  pardon  and  peace,  said  even  their  OWD 
was  gladly  shared  with  the  soldiers  who  were  < 
those  meek  and  patient  followers  of  jesus,  Faf 
infirm,  sank  under  the  fearful  weight  of  his  sufi 
his  arrival  here,  his  singularly  holy  and  grace 
terminated  by  a  martyr's  glorious  and  trinn 
martyr's  death  I  Not  indeed  by  sword,  or  flame 
none  the  less  a  death  of  martyrdom,  for  it  was  th 
secution,  gladly  borne  for  the  sake  of  His  divin< 
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Within  bis  peaceful  cloister-shade,  in  contemplation 

sweet, 
He  learned 'the  lesson  of  the  cross,  e'en  at  his 

Master's  feet 
He  clasped  the  nail-rent  hand  that  led  along  the 

path  of  prayer, 
He  trod  where  wounded  feet  had  made  the  ways  of 

duty  fair ; 
He  shared  the  Master's  sacred  thirst,  as  for  His 

sake  he  wrought, 
He  hailed  the  penitent's  return,  the  straying  sheep 

he  sought. 
Within  His  pure  anointed  hand  the  Lamb  was 

"  lifted  up," 
He  broke  the  blessed  Bread  of  Life,  he  poured  the 

mystic  cup ; 
He  fed  the  famished  multitude  with  manna  from  on 

high, 
He  taught  the  living  how  to  live,  the  dying  how 

to  die. 
The  day  of  darkness  came  at  last,  the  evil  hour  of 

night. 
And,  'neath  the  iron  heel  of  wrong,  low  lay  the 

victim  Right ; 
And  in  the  name  of  Liberty,  that  meek  Franciscan 

band 
Were  torn  from  out  their  cloister-homes,  from  out 

their  native  land. 
Through  serried  ranks  of  cruel  foes,  beneath  the 

drenching  rain. 
Across  the  rugged  mountain-top,  along  the  dreary 

plain. 
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The  heroes  of  the  cross  went  on,  rejoicing  as  they 

trod 
The  "Via  Crucis,"  traced    ioj-  them'' 

martyr-God, 
And  guiding  angels  led  th^m  on,  along  t 

way, 
And    Faith   was  still    their  star  by  ni 

pillared  flame  by  day  ; 
Till,  where  their  own  Saint  Francis  gave 

seraphic  name 
To  stately  town  and  shining  bay,  his  ban 

dren  came ; 
And  there  the  aged  pilgrim  laid  his  wei 

down — 
Ay,  there  the  martyr  left  his  cross,  ar 

fadeless  crown: 
The  sacred  hands  are  meekly  clasped 

pulseless  breast, 
The  sandaled  feet  are  quiet  now,  in  everl 
O  shining  band  of  martyred  saints,  wh 

purpled  palm, 
Who  wear  the  royal  robes  of  love,  the  li 

Lamb, 
Give  place,  amid  your  shining  ranks,  t< 

well  may  claim 
,The  martyr's  starry  diadem,  the  martyr' 

name! 
O  favored  city,  that  received  the  sold 

Cross ! 
They  bring  a  potent  charm  to  purge  thi 
all  its  dross  - 
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They  bring  thee    white-winged    benisons    adown 

celestial  stairs, 
For  thou,  in  truth,  dost  entertain  the  "  angels  un- 
awares : " 
Thy  poor  and  humble  guests  shall  prove  a  fairer 

boon  to  thee 
Than  all  the  gathered  wealth  that  freights  thy 

richest  argosy. 
And  thou  art  now,  O  city  bright !  a  casket  rich  and 

rare, 
A  reliquary  that  enshrines  celestial  treasures  fair ; 
A  martyr's  sacred  bones  repose  upon  thy  favored 

shore, 
A   martyr's  guardian  glance  shall  rest  upon  thee 

evermore. 
O  blessings  on  Loyola's  sons !   within  whose  calm 

retreat 
The  fainting  exiles  found  repose  and  shelter  safe 

and  sweet ; 
Around  whose  altar  lowly  knelt  the  persecuted 

throng, 
While  from  their  fervent  lips  arose  the  blest  thanks- 
giving song,— 
The  glad  Te  Deum,  chanted    here,  because  their 

Lord  had  found 
His  servants  worthy  of  the  thorns  that  once  His 

brow  en  crowned, — ■ 
Ay,  worthy  of  the  mocking  sneer,  the  insult  and 

the  blow. 
The  cruel  scoui^e,  the  path  of  pain,  the  likeness  of 

His  woe. 


The  Orpkatis  Honte 


O  blessings  on  Loyola's  so 

rest 
On  those  who  see  the  Crucifi' 
Who  hail  the  meek  Francis- 

that  bring 
Blest  tidings  from  celestial  i 

the  King; 
Who  know  how  sweet  to  ft 

voice  will  be : 
"  Whene'er  ye  ministered  t« 


THE  ORPHAI 

sted  by  a  visit  to  the  Boyg'  ( 
July,  18; 

O  Eden-nest  among 

Where  orphaned  b 
Beneath  the  shelt'rinj 

Of  love's  protectinj 
A  pilgrim  sought  thy 

Amid  the  summer 
And  found,  within  th 

Refreshment  cool  a 
And  'mid  the  picture 

Which  memory's  h 
That  glimpse  of  para< 

Its  fond,  unfading  | 
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lie  sunset  glory  shines, 
soft  and  tender  gleam, 
t  vale  and  purple  hill,  ^ 

moothly-giiding  stream ; 
)lar  rears  a  stately  brow, 
eet  its  regal  glow, 
ekly,  'neath  that  veil  of  gold, 
pillow  bends  below  ; 
ateful  for  the  "  ring  of  flame," 
crowns  her  blooming  fair, 
e,  from  out  her  fragrant  heart, 
i  incense  on  the  air. 

tt        «        «        «        « 

:ht  is  o'er,  the  day  of  rest 
:es  serene  and  still, 
eetly  sounds  the  summons  blest 
yonder  sacred  hill ; 
it !  a  tread  of  countless  feet 
f  the  hallowed  road 
iideth  to  the  "  Mount  of  God," 
Monarch's  pure  abode ! 
titer  now  the  sacred  fane, 
'mid  that  childish  crowd, 
uileless  heart  is  lilted  high, 
knee  in  rev'rence  bowed ; 
re  submissive  heaven  obeys 
I's  softly- breath 'd  command, 
ith  beholds  her  hidden  God, 
tn  His  creature's  hand, 
re  hath  found  His  Bethlehem, 
from  His  earthly  shrine, 
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He  sheds  upon  the  orphan's  path 

His  benisons  divine. 
And  there  a  mother  clatmeth 

Of  mother-love  bereft, 
And  Joseph  guards  the  father 

To  his  sweet  guidance  left. 
Fair  Eden-nest  among  the  hill 

All  blessings  rest  on  thee, 
Thou  pure  domain  of  dove-C)' 

And  white-robed  Charity ! 
All  blessings  light  the  pastor's 

Who  guards  the  peacefiil  fc 
And  gathers  here  the  lonely  1 

From  weary  waste  and  wol 
Meek  daughters  of  Saint  Don 

Yours  be  each  priceless  gra 
Sweet  guardians  of  the  "Httl 

Whose  angels  see  His  face ! 
O  blest  archangel,  as  of  old, 

Guide  safe  the  youthful  feei 
And  whisper  to  the  guileless 

Thy  counsels  pure  and  swei 
And,  sheltered  by  thy  snowy 

The  orphan  band  shall  dwe 
Within  their  peaceful  Eden-h( 

The  realm  of  San  Rafael. 


E  NEW  YEAR. 

le  greeting,  O  ye  busy  sons 

usic  sing  the  New  Year's' 

irland  let  the  blooms  of  joji 

}eams  glisten  in  the  smile: 

elcome,  e'en  the  herald  of 

f  blessings  to  His  favored 

eternal,  founts  of  joy  that 

unty,  sent  ye  by  the  Prince 

n  chaos  glowing  land  and 

in  the  heavens,  and  the 

lea; 

■oiigh  the  darkness  of  the 
ht 
ring  splendor  of  the  pure, 

;h  His  glory,  He  hath  sent 

oumey  o'er  the  sunlight's 


Song  of  the  New 

And  adown  that  path  of  bright 

where  I  lead, 
Shedding,  from  their  shining  pin 

pilgrim's  need. 
When  the  midnight  chime  hatt 

sleeping  vales  of  earth, 
Robed  and  wreath'd  with  light  c 

New  Year  into  birth ; 
And  the  way  is  traced  before  me 

sisters  trod, 
O'er  the  mountain  and  the  vallei 

and  the  sod ; 
Where  the  dreamy  Syrian  starl 

memento-crown 
O'er  the  meadows  where  the  i 

glory  floating  down; 
In  the  lonely  olive  garden,  wl 

His  bitter  cup, 
On  the  mount  where  "all  was  f 

cross  was  lifted  up, — 
Unto  all  the  holy  places  where  t 

are  paid. 
And  a  sacred  silence  lingers,  si 

be  made  ; 
And  my  golden  days  of  sunshi 

beams  shall  shine 
On  the  vast  and  stately  minst 

forest  shrine. 
From  their  "  rising  to  their  s 

shed  a  ceaseless  flame 
On    the   "  clean    oblation "  ofii 

mighty  name ; 
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5t  shall  wander,  noiseless,  o'er  the  haunts 
Idly  fame, 

hero  won  his  laurels,  while  he  Wrote  in 
is  name ; 

ruins  sit  like  Sphinxes,  'mid  their  deserts 

ind  wide, 

;in,  in  stony  scorning,  all  the  fallen  pomp 

le; 

he  streets  of  busy  cities,  throned  beside 

low's  crest, 

e    boastful    voice  of  progress    ringeth 

h  the  boundless  West : 

leering  rays  shall  glisten,  and  my  gentle 

hall  fall 

y  and  the  lowly,  bringing  benisons  to  all. 

reasures  ye  may  gather  in   the  shining 

tread, 

!  not  by  the  wayside  till  the  swift- winged 

athfled: 

rtue,  firmly  planted,  works  of  duty  nobly 

ht, 

blest,  heroic  toiling,  days    with    holy 
ace  fraught, — 

arvests  for  the  reaper,  fruits  of  rarest 
ire  these, 

len,  O  mortal  workers!  linger    not    in 
il  ease. 

unfalt'ring   servants,  lo !   I  bring  a  rich 
i, 

:er  the  patient  toilers  in  the  vineyard  of 
rd: 


Song  of  the  New 

^met  hearts  and  tranquil  spirits 

nights  of  calm. 
Thoughts  that  swell,  in  birdlike 

unceasing  psalm. 
And  though  clouds  may  hide  the 

blessed  stars  from  view,. 
Turn  ye  still  your  heavenward  gla 

shineth  through ; 
Though  ye  bear,  in  sultry  noonti< 

pain  and  loss. 
Ye  but  grasp  a  seeming  burden,- 

the  cross. 
And  remember,  though  I  scatter 

and  grief  with  joy, 
All  are  Love's  most  precious  jewi 

without  alloy. 
Give  me,  then,  your  gladsome 

fevored  sons  of  earth ! 
In  your  carols,  gay  and  gleeful,  si 

blessed  birth ; 
Hail  me,  then,  as  guest  most  hone 

of  festal  cheer, 
Bring  your  stores  of  spirit-sunshl 

glad  New- Year! 


OUR  FATHER'S  PORTRAIT .♦ 

In  the  bright  "  empire  of  the  sun" 

The  gifted  hand  of  genius  wrought, 
Till  many  a  glorious  type  was  won 

Of  scenes  with  matchless  beauty  fraught ; 
Till  many  a  fair,  celestial  dream 

In  hues  of  magic  brightness  came 
To  bid  his  favored  canvas  gleam, 

And  crown  him  with  its  halo-flame. 
A  foreign  clime  the  artist  sought, 

Far  from  his  violated  Rome ; 
And  to  our  Western  land  he  brought 

Rare  treasures  from  his  sunny  home. 
Entranced,  I  saw  his  wondrous  store, 

I  gazed  on  works  of  varied  grace, 
But  each  bright  vision  paled  before 

The  charm  of  one  majestic  face : 
Our  Father's  face,  sublimely  calm. 

The  loftiness  of  strength  divine. 
The  meekness  of  the  victim  Lamb, 

United  on  that  brow  benign. 
The  potent  peace  that  seemed  to  shed 

The  balm  of  benediction  bland 
On  the  enraptured  gazer's  head, 

From  tranquil  eye  and  lifted  hand ; 

*  These  lines  were  suggested  by  a  portrait  of  Pius  IX,  the  work  of 
Signor  Tojetti,  a  distinguished  Roman  artist,  now  a  resident  of  this  city. 


San  Francisi 

The  smile  that  lights,  with  i 

Each  lineament,  reflected 
Of  that  loved  face,  enshrine 

The  nimbus- wreath  of  sil' 
Well  hath  the  hand  of  genii 

Each  detail  of  that  perfeo 
O  semblance  clear,  divinely 

True  mirror  of  a  matchle 
Thanks  that  our  favored  Wi 

This  treasure  henceforth  s 
For,  bowed  beneath  that  lift 

That  tranquil  eye  and  bro 
The  hearts  that  keep  their  li 

Submissive  to  the  Pontiff- 
Thus  gazing  on  that  sacred 

Around  his  throne  shall  cl 


SAN  FRANCIS 

O  FAIR  queen  city  of  the  wondr 
The  sunset  glory  is  thy  crown 

The  sea  thy  slave,  that,  on  his  fo 
Leads  the  white  ships  within  t 

Thy  temples  rise  where  shining 
Where  throngs  are  bowed, 
enshrined ; 

Where,  dread  Calypso!  in  thy  g 
Full  many  a  brave,  heroic  hea 


V 
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Ah,  bright  enchantress !  cease  thy  woesome  wiles, 
A  halo-glory  shines  above  thy  crown ; 

With  holiest  light  thy  glowing  sunset  smiles, 
The  hills  are  blest  from  vi^hence  thou  lookest  down, 

A  glorious  legacy,  O  queen !  iis  thine, 

Pure  hands  were  laid,  in  blessing,  on  thy  brow; 

Ah !  spurn  thou  not  that  heritage  divine. 
And  cast  not  off  that  consecration  now* 

Seraphic  Francis  gave  his  hol)'^  name 
To  thy  proud  hills  and  to  thy  shining  bay. 

When,  years  agone,  his  faithful  children  cam6 
Within  thy  heart  to  light  the  sacred  ray. 

How  hast  thou  quenched  that  bright,  benignant 
beam  I 
How  hast  thou  dimmed  the  halo  o'er  thy  crown, 
Till  lurid  glare  and  false,  delusive  gleam 

Mock  the  pure  smiles  that  shine  from  heaven 
adown ! 

Ah  !  turn  thee  now  from  demon  gods  aside, 
And  light  again  the  purifying  flame ; 

Put  off  the  purple  of  thy  pomp  and  pride. 
And  robe  thy  form  in  garb  of  grief  and  sham^. 

• 

So  shalt  thou  claim  thy  heritage  of  old. 
The   nimbus-wreath   thy   drooping   bro^  shall 
twine, 

And  foul  idolatries  of  guilt  and  gold 
Nq  niore  pollute  tl^y  §eraph-guarded  shrine. 


THE  BANQUET  OF  THE 

[Suf^^ted  by  witaessing  ihe  first  communioi 
ten  children  in  the  Sacred  Heart  Presentation  Coi 
the  Annaadation.] 

I  KNELT  within  a  "  garnished  ro 
Where  shone  the  banquet  fail 
4  saw  the  festat  garlands  bloom 
In  fragrant  beauty  there. 

I  heard  the  glad,  triumphant  str 
In  clearest  chorus  ring, 

Of  hymns  that  hailed,  in  fond  re 
The  coming  of  the  King. 

He  came  adown  His  path  of  lig 
To  keep  His  royal  feasl,»— 

A  Monarch,  hid  from  human  sig 
The  Victim  and  the  Priest. 

In  bridal  robes  and  garlands  fall 
The  favored  guests  I  saw, — 

Bright  youthful  forms  assemblei 
And  bowed  in  love  and  awe. 

A  happy  multitude  they  knelt 
Beside  that  table  blest : 

'Twas  o'er ;  in  each  pure  heart 
Their  King,  their  Food,  their 
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ach  soul  wherein  He  found 
and  garnished  shrine  I" 
to  know  His  peace  profoimd, 
less  divine! 

arn!  O  blissful  day, 
ven  descends  to  earth  ! 
3th  hide,  in  homes  of  clay, 
af  priceless  worth. 

God  I  keep  watch  and  ware 
mr  treasure  fair,  « 

1  night  His  temples  guard 
,  unceasing  care. 

eked  with  fragrant  bloom 
ht  the  vestal  flame, 
am  earth  the  "  upper  room, " 
he  Master  came ; 

}bed  in  bridal  white, 
led  with  festal  flowers, 
lay  tread  the  aisles  of  light 
through  fadeless  bowers. 

:d  and  wreath'd,  the  temple  stands 
's  eternal  Priest, — 
hall,  where  angel  hands 
id  your  nuptial  feast. 


, .  THE  ALTAR  AND  THE  OFFE 

Earth  rendered  up  her  richest  st( 
Her  treasured  marbles  rare, 

And  Art  her  magic  chisel  brought 
To  carve  an  altar  fair. 

O  precious  gift !  O  wondrous  wor 
From  out  the  shining  stone 

*  The  subject  of  the  above  lines  is  Che  magnificent  a 
in  the  chapel  of  the  Sacied  Heart  Presentation  Coave 
This  rare  and  costly  shrine,  formed  of  the  most  richlj 
bles,  was  the  gift  of  the  late  Mr.  J.  C.  Conroy,  oflhe 
O'Connor,  of  this  citj.  This  altar  was  purchased  u 
first  opened  on  the  occasion  of  the  reception  of  fbn 
the  splendid  shrine  before  which  were  brea.Ihed  the  v< 
crated  ones,  who  have  chosen  Ihc  Immaculate  Lamb 
Spouse,  was  truly  rendered  an  "  altar  of  privilege." 

But  a  sad  offering  was  soon  destined  to  be  placed  th 
of  the  community  were  requested  for  the  generoa: 
been  attacked  with  sudden  illness.  Fervent  petition 
behalf,  and  a  genera]  Communion  was  offered  for  I 
spirit  of  the  devout  and  resigned  Christian  had  taken  it! 
the  sweet  incense  of  prayer  arose  for  him ;  and  thus, 
zeal  had  erected,  was  formed  a  path  over  which  the  wl 
carried  potent  supplications  for  the  spirit  then  pass 
Tiome.  The  wreath  and  cross  of  loveliest  flowers,  wli 
coffin,  were  afterward  placed  on  his  beautiful  altar  i  a 
of  the  lamented  one,  whose  singularly  pure  and  pio 
adomed  with  rarest  blossoms  of  grace.  The  ornanu 
described  magnificent  shrine,  including  the  monsCrai 
and  cruets,  are  of  solid  gold  and  silver,  of  the  mo; 
manship,  and  were  the  truly  princely  gift  of  D.  J 
partner  of  the  finn  of  Murphy,  Grant  &  Co.,  ol 
Fmndsco). 
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ve's  fitting  sepulchre, 
\  His  mystic  throne : 

hand  that  boon  bestowed 
loister  calm, 
,  in  sacred  solitude, 
;s  of  the  Lamb. 

again  her  hidden  store, 
darksome  mine, 
\  gold  and  silver  rare 
lat  stately  shrine ; 
conferring  hand 

less  boons  bestowed,     ■ 
eir  blended  glory  shioe 
serene  abode, 

fair  and  fitting  shrine 
1  oblation"  shone; 

lay  the  Victim-Lamb, 
ire  altar-stone. 
id,  in  bridal  robes, 
;h'd  the  sacred  vow, 
aefore  their  King  divine 

adoring  brow. 
,  lay  the  willing  heart, 
:rated  soul ; 

e  broke  the  gods  ctf  clay, 
ed  their  base  control, — 
ig  for  that  altar  fair, 
i  to  deck  the  shrine 
us  the  jewel  earth  hath  won 
'en's  courts  divine  I 


The  Altar  and  the  Offe 

While  yet  its  Summer's  early 

With  promise  sweet  was  rif 
The  bloom  of  glad  completen 

A  rare  and  glorious  life : 
And  so  the  swift'winged  ange 

Adown  his  path  of  gloom, 
To  treasure,  in  his  Master's  si; 

That  fair,  perfected  bloom. 
And  he,  whose  generous  boui 

The  rare  and  costly  shrine, 
To  guard. the  gracious  holoca 

The  sacrifice  divine, — 
While  yet  his  early  Summer  \ 

With  earthly  promise  rife, 
Gave  sweetly  to  the  Giver's  1 

His  pure  and  perfect  life. 
They  twined  the  fair  and  frag 

They  wove  the  cross  of  floi 
And  strewed  upon  his  sacred 

The  gems  of  earthly  bower 
They  brought  the  deftly-wov< 

They  brought  the  blooming 
And,  at  the  shrine  his  zeal  be: 

They  laid  the  oflPring  down 
O  touching  tribute,  fondly  pla 

Before  the  captive  King 
Enthroned  upon  that  altar  fai: 

His  servant's  offering  I 
There  soon  shall  speed  your  \ 

O  frail  and  fleeting  flowers 
But  fadeless  are  the  spirit-bloi 

Of  glad(  immortal  bowera 
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Grow  there,  O  pure  and  generous  soul! 
Amid  the  ioys  Elysian, 

)ve's  eternal  shrine, 
in  Love's  vision ; " 
)u  hast  heavenward  sped 
h  of  prayer, 
:on  seer  ate  d  b^nd 
tar  fair. 

ee  the  incense- breath 
an  sweet 

wreathe,  a  fragrant  cloud, 
nercy-seat. 
iment  to  thee 
ction  raise, 
ih  can  trace 
ned  meed  of  praise, 
altar  thou  hast  reared 
oister  calm, 

le  chosen  brides  of  Christ, 
of  the  Lamb. 
Victim  offered  be, 
ibiation"  shine, 
vestal  band  be  brought 
King  divine, 
iiosts  of  Israel  strive 
throng  of  sin, 
ids  shall  aid  the  right 

len  the  pure  shall  plead, 
its  vengeful  sword, 
helming  tide  of  wrath, 
to  be  poured. 
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Showed  religion's  brave  defender 

In  herTrince  of  Paderbom, 
Crown  we,  too,  the  faithful  pastors 

Who  would  ne'er  allegiance  own 
To  the  sway  of  tyrant  masters 

Over  Mayence  and  Cologne. 
Well  they  bear  the  "  heat  and  burden," 

Well  they  brave  the  tempest-shock, 
Well  they  earned,  the  worthy  guerdon 

Sent  from  Peter's  royal  Rock. 
Even  in  his  gloomy  prison. 

In  his  dungeon  dark  and  lone, 
One  to  proudest  place  hath  risen, 

At  the  universal  throne.* 
And  from  earth's  remotest  nations, 

Promptly  haste  the  prelate  throng, 
O&'ring  fond  congratulations 

To  the  dauntless  foes  of  wrong ; 
While  around  each  faithful  pastor 

Closer  cling  the  subject- train. 
Though  the  rule  of  tyrant  master 

Binds  them  in  its  galling  chain. 
And  the  exiled  ones  that  wander 

Proudly  hail  the  prelate  band, 
Guarding  faith  and  freedom  yonder, 

In  their  stricken  fatherland. 

•  While  Ihe  venerable  Archbishop  of  Poaen  was  immured  within  the 
walls  of  a  prison  by  the  tyrannical  and  socrilegioal  government,  in 
its  fie  ndish  oHempl  to  set  up  its  idol  of  political  pridt^  and  to  make  the 
Church  of  God  lubservient  to  the  State,  the  glorious  Vicu  of  Christ, 
recognizing  the  worth  of  the  (aithfol  servant  of  truth,  and  as  a  oom- 
pensslion  for  the  indignities  to 'which  he  was  subjected,  promoted  him 
to  Ihe  Cardinalate. 


The  New  Triumf 

A  DRAMATIC  PC 


Truth  (solus). — A  new  adorn 
of  Christ! 
Another  gem  to  deck  her  royal 
And  shed  its  light  athwart  the  ; 
O  matchless  triumph  ! — treasur 
Amid  the  darkness  of  these  latt 
And  brightly  set  within  her  sta 
Safe  from  the  fury  of  a  fiend-le 
That  sought  to  tear  it  from  its 
And  cast  it  in  themire  of  contt 

0  Lord  of  hosts!  Thy  promise 
The  gates  of  hell  prevail  not  o' 
And  I,  Thy  handmaid,  I,  Thy  i 
Still  teach,  unharmed,  the  sacre 

1  £ftter  Faiti 
Faith. — Immortal  sister !  lo 

And  share  thy  triumph  !  Hap 
That  wins  such  glory  for  the  b 
And  proudly  giveth  to  my  gui( 
The  staff  of  strength  and  signei 
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Enter  ROME. 
■ — t)  guardians   blest!   in   lowly 
e 

il,  heaven-favored  Rome ! 
ker). — Hail,  holy  Rome,  bright 
ruth! 

mistress  of  the  world ' 
tell  of  triumph  blest, 
ruth,  are  thine. 

All  hail,  all  hail, 
1,  arrayed  in  regal  hues, 
led  white"  in  Love's  redeeming 

ed  by  thy  martyrs'  blood  ! 

t  to  deathless  royalty  ! 
e,  Faith's  all-conqu'ring  cross, 
le,  by  Love's  own  hand  bestowed. 
al  Rome. 

Yet  iirst  receive 
leed,  sweet  sign  of  queenly  state, — 
n  by  Truth  immortal  twined, 

[  They  crown  her. 
:h,  and  best-beloved  of  Truth, 
angel-guarded  throne! 
ind^ hAT'O.  seat  Rome  on  her tkrane. 
iu£-).—0   haste  thee,    Earth,   thy 
id  to  pay, 

thy  ransomed  daughters  fair, 
Iful  gratitude,  rttay  bless 
i-ho  gave  her  mighty  name 
J  and  unsullied  spouse, 
irch  of  Christ) 


The  New  Triumph 

Enter  Earth,  with  Europe, 
America. 

Earth. —  O  blesst 

Eternal  queen  \  behold  thy  sub 
■  Earth  and  her  children  at  thy  i 
In  sweet  submission  kneel.  L< 
And  star-crowned  Asia,  hiding 
Love's  mystic  cradle  and  His  r 
With  sun-bright  Africa,  His  re 
And,  youngest  daughter  of  thy 
America,  the  consecrated  chile 
Of  Mary  blest,  the  stainless  Qu 

Europe.— O  royal  Rome! 
bright, 
The  sacred  cross,  salvation's  b 
I  haste  to  kneel,  its  magic  sti 
Freedom  and  light  unfading  fo 
That  dwells,  blood- ransomed,  i 
Thus  Europe  hails  thee,  Empr 

Asia. — With  breath  of  i 
Sharon's  rose. 
That  blooms  perennial  on  my  ! 
With  shining  skies  that  keep,  r 
The  glory  of  those  starry  bean 
The  Magi  safely  to  their  new-t 
With  ev'ry  charm  that  sweetl) 
Around  the  land  a  Saviour's  pi 
Lo !  Asia  hastes-to  own  thy  he 
O  heaven-guarded  Rome ! 

Africa. —  Befo 

Let  dark-eyed  Africa  in  homa^ 
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For  o'er  my  dreary  deserts  it  hath  cast 
The  soothing  shadow  of  the  Rock  of  Life ; 
And  all  the  splendor  of  my  tropic  bloom 
Doth  form  an  altar  of  its  rainbow  hues 
To  shrine  the  emblem  of  all-conquVing  Faith, 
The  sacred  sceptre  of  eternal  Rome. 

America. — O  sovereign  fair,  what  gratitude  is 
mine! 
What  boundless  love  to  bless  thy  tender  care, 
That  sheds  the  splendor  of  the  noonday  beams 
Across  the  darkness  of  my  forest  gloom ! 
From  Southern  realm,  the  fair  and  fragrant  home 
Of  Lima's  rose,  "  first  flow'ret  of  the  wild,** 
To  where  the  icy  monarch  of  the  North 
Sounds  his  defiant  tocsin  through  the  pines. 
Thy  love  hath  sent  the  sweet  celestial  ray, 
The  sun-bright  beam  of  Faith.     Hail,  holy  Rome, 
Columbia's  beacon,  day-star  of  the  West ! 
O  bright  for  ever  be  the  crowning  gem. 
The  fair,  new  jewel,  treasured  for  the  Church 
By  him  who  ruleth  o'er  the  world-wide  realm. 
Our  holy  Pontiff-King! 

Rome  {rising), —  Thanks,  loyal  ones. 

My  glad,  new  triumph  thrills  my  grateful  heart 
With  ceaseless  pride  and  joy.     In  those  dark  days 
Of  pagan  glory  many  a  gleaming  train 
Swept  proudly  onward  through  my  crowded  streets, 
And  flashed  the  splendor  of  the  sunlight  back 
From  victor  lances  and  the  golden  spoil 
Of  conquered  cities.     But  for  this  fair  age 
Was  kept  the  splendor  of  a  matchless  scene, — 
The  bright,  triumphal  pilgrimage  of  Faith : 


k^ 


;^i^ 
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In  shining  robes  the  princes  of  t*"*  <^*i">-'-ti 
A  glorious  multitude,  a  peerless 
From  farthest  realms,  from  strar 
Passed  on  in  bright  procession,  s 
By  him  whose  throne  is  on  the  1 
By  him  who  bears,  on  consecrat 
The  fisher's  signet-ring,  Majest 
In  solemn  conclave  gathered !  E 
Exulting  spirits  of  the  niartyred 
Enshrined  within  my  blest  basilii 
And,  as  of  old  within  that  "  uppi 
Above  the  chosen,  lo !  the  Hamin 
Of  inspiration,  with  the  magic  g 
Of  a  new  Pentecost,  again  besto 
Celestial  light  on  that  vast  raultii 
And  now  'tis  meet  that  she  whos 
Again  doth  bid  eternal  love  con' 
The  worthless  fountains  of  an  e\ 
Into  a  boundless  store,  a  living  s 
The  magic  wine  of  life-bestowin: 
'Tis  just  that  she,  the  Mother  of 
The  Virgin  Queen,  the  light  of  ! 
The  pure  protectress  of  the  wor 
Should  claim  the  ceaseless  gratit 
This  shining  crown,  a  tribute  sw 
I  yield  to  her,  the  Queen  of  eart 
Ay,  this  fair  garland,  twined  by 
And  the  bright  sceptre,  love's  et 
Faith's  precious  gift,  I  offer  at  th 
O  peerless  Lady  of  the  Sacred  I- 
\She  places  ker  crown  and  cr^ 
statue  of  our  Blessed  La 


ADDRESS    FOR  WASHINGTON'S  BIRTH- 

DAY. 

[Written  at  the  Convent  of  Notre  Dame,  Marysville,  California.] 

Children  of  Freedom's  land,  rejoice !  rejoice ! 

Swell  the  glad  shout  in  one  united  voice  ! 

Let  strife  be  hushed,  and  saddened  hearts  be  gay — 

Lo !  *tis  the  Pater  Patriae's  natal  day  ! 

Shall  not  his  land  her  eager  joy  proclaim, 

To  celebrate  her  noblest  hero*s  name? 

Yes,  fair  Columbia  !  hasten  now  to  show 

To  him  the  gratitude  thou  well  may'st  owe ; 

Thy  faithful  love  let  pomp  and  pageant  prove, 

Bid  the  bright  throng,  the  proud  procession,  move. 

Up  !  freeman,  up !  unfurl  the  flag  of  stars  ! 

That  beacon  cheered  him  through  his  night  of  wars. 

That  cherished  flag  he  risked  his  life  to  save, 

Unfurl  it  now  !     O  bid  it  brightly  wave ! 

Round  the  proud  arch  the  graceful  garland  twine, 

Spread  the  gay  feast,  and  pour  the  ruby  wine. 

Rouse  thee,  O  poet!  from  thy  fairy  dream ; 

For  glowing  verse  behold  the  noblest  theme  ! 

And  thou,  whose  burning  eloquence  can  thrill 

The  listening  throngs,  and  sway  them  at  thy  will, — 

O  let  not  now  that  magic  voice  be  still ! 

Strike  the  bold  chord,  O  sweet-voiced  sons  of  song ! 

To  him  this  day  your  noblest  lays  belong. 


*. ' 


Address  for  Washington 

Your  grateful  country  bids  the  % 
Ring  proudly  forth  o'er  all  her  s 
And  echo  far,  o'er  mountain,  for 
To  bless  his  name  whose  valor  n 
Let  party  strife  and  civil  discorc 
To  nestle  here,  he  brought  the  d 
Cast  her  not  forth  o'er  the  ensan 
To  die  in  storms,  to  stain  her  wi 
O  ne'er  let  furious  hate  and  bam 
Sever  the  Gordian  knot  his  banc 
Through  storm  and  fear  he  wovt 
Ah,  never  break  that  holy  bond 
United,  seek  Mount  Vernon's  pt 
At  that  sweet  shrine  let  freemen 
Andthere  resolve  that  union's  b 
Shall  firmly  girdle  Freedom's  fa 
Preserving  thus  the  peace  he  br 
Thus  will  ye  honor  best  your  W 
We,  too,  will  join  the  glad  and  § 
Each  youthful  voice  shall  swell ) 
Each  willing  hand  shall  add  a  si 
To  the  proud  wreath  that  decor; 
And  from  the  shelter  of  our  dea 
Shall  cast  its  tribute  at  the  hero' 
And,  honoring  thus  fair  Freedor 
We  thank  the  God  who  gave  us 
But  let  us  not,  while  lauding  ma 
The  bounteous  hand  which  clain 
Of  endless  gratitude,  and  praise, 
Then,  'neath  Thy  heaven,  that  ft 
We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  who  armec 
And  poured  thy  blessings  on  ou: 
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For,  vainly  strive  the  noble  and  the  brave, 

If  Thou,  Omnipotent,  will  not  to  save. 

Hear,  God  and  Father  I  hear  our  earnest  prayer. 

Still  let  this  land  Thy  richest  blessings  share ; 

Bid  demon  strife  and  dark  dissensions  flee, 

Let  peace  Mjd  love  her  guardian  spirits  be ; 

Let  virtue  be  her  children's  highest  aim. 

Their  proudest  boast,  a  pure,  unsullied  name : 

Thus,  basking  sweetly  in  Thy  smile  serene. 

Approving  nations  long  shall  own  their  queen. 

Thus,  free  from  guile,  her  children  well  may  pay 

A  fitting  homage  to  his  natal  day, 

For,  keeping  pure  the  legacy  he  won. 

They  best  fulfil  the  hopes  of  WASHINGTON. 


THE  SPOUSAL  SACRAMENT. 

[  Suf^sted  by  a  most  edifying  and  ttaly  Cbris^an  marriage,  whidt 
it  was  lately  my  privilege  to  witness  in  this  city.] 

It  was  a  sweet  and  solemn  scene. 

That  Christian  spousal  rite, 
Amid  the  blossoms'  dewy  sheen. 

The  tapers'  starry  light ; 
Within  the  home  of  faith  divine, 

The  garnished  banquet-room. 
Where  Love  lies  in  His  earthly  shrine,         • 

His  angel-guarded  tomb. 
Upon  that  "  holy  ground  "  they  stood, 

The  bridegroom  and  the  bride, 


The  Spousal  r 

While,  'mid  the  sacre 

The  heavens  opene 
And  from  the  shining 

Soft  fell  the  manna- 
And  sweetly  sought  t 

Its  Eden-home  anc 
In  faithful  hearts,  by 

In  union  pure  and 
Ah!  safely  there,  whe 

The  dove  of  peace 
O  Christian  rite !  aga 

Thy  picture,  pure  : 
In  village  home  of  G 

As  now,  the  Lord  i 
As  now,  beside  her  S 

The  Maiden-Mothc 
Lo !  water  turned  to 

At  her  low-breath '( 
Behold  !  with  wine  o 

At  her  benign  com 
He  blesses  noiv  a  spoi 

With  glad,  submiss: 
O  nuptiai  rite  !  O  mj 

Securely  forged  foi 
No  force  that  bond  m 

No  art  its  links  dis< 
Ah,  holy  chain  of  plig 

Eternal  band  of  \o\ 
For  e'en  when  death 

'Twill  re-unite  abo' 
If  with  that  spousal  li 
•     Faith's  altar-garlani 
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And  in  your  guarded  souls  enshrine 
Remembrance,  pure  and  bright, 

Of  sacramental  banquet  fair. 
And  of  the  Saviour  guest, 

Who  gave  your  feast  unbounded  share 
Of  manna-graces  blest. 


SAINT  DOMINIC* 

Dost  sing  the  fame  of  the  ages  past, 

And  tell  proud  tales  of  the  days  of  yore? 
Ah,  pageant-glory,  too  bright  to  last ! 

Ah,  hero-days,  that  return  no  more! 
Dost  vaunt  the  skill  of  the  knightly  lance, 

And  paint  the  pride  of  the  war  arrg.y  ? 
'Tis  the  boastful  dream  of  a  dead  romance, 

'Tis  a  lance  long  sheathed  in  the  rust's  decay. 
Thy  heroes  fought  for  an  earthly  fame. 

For  the  lurid  flash,  and  the  lightning's  glow; 

*  Among  the  glorious  n^mes  that  "  shine  as  stars  "  in  the  clear  firma- 
ment of  the  ages  of  faith,  surely  none  gleams  with  a.  purer  lustre  than 
that  of  the  saintly  founder  of  the  noble  Order  of  the  Friars  Preachers, 
His  life  was  an  unbroken  refleclion  of  that  of  his  Divine  Master  and 
Model ;  his  every  thought,  and  word,  and  deed,  the  faithful  echo  of  His 
of  whom  he  had  indeed  learned  to  be  "meek  and  humble  of  heart."  And 
the  invincible  strength  and  courage  of  the  "Lion  of  the  tribe  of  Judah" 
were  his  also.  He  was  ever  the  fearless  defender  of  truth,  the  undaunted 
foe  of  wrong  and  error]  but  his  contests  were  the  bloodless  battles  of 
the  Prince  of  Peace,  and  his  numberless  victories,  those  over  which 
"the  angels  rejoice,"  for  they  rescued  countless  sinners  from  the  dark 
dominion  of  evil.    And  well  has  his  noble  Order  continued  the  work 


Saint  Dominic. 

And  the  trumpet's  vaunt  of  the  vie 

Is  lost  in  the  wail  of  his  battle  wt 
But  I  sing  of  a  fame  that  shall  ne'ei 

Though  its  dawn-light  rose  in  th( 
But  its  source  was  the  light  of  an  e 

Through  the  "  vast  for  ever  "  its  \ 
Dost  thou  show  the  castle  of  statelj 

The  turrets  proud,  and  the  banne 
Dost  thou  boast  of  the  conqueror's 

Of  his  boundless  realm  and  his  ki 
But  the  ivy  hangs  on  the  ruined  W3 

And  the  moss  is  green  on  the  moi 
And  years  have  fled  since  the  kingd 

And  earth  is  thronged  with  the  t 
I  paint  the  pride  of  a  conflict  blest- 

'Tis  an  olden  strife,  but  it  rageth 
I  sing  of  a  bright  lance  still  in  rest. 

But  its  edge  was  ne'er  by  a  blood 
My  stately  tower  was  builded  fair 

In  the  golden  days  of  "  the  long  ; 
But  its  banners  wave  in  their  beaut 

And  its  walls  are  white  in  their  fi 

of  their  holy  founder.  Through  long  ages  they  1 
bond  ai  brotherhood  is  as  firm  now  as  in  the  faith 
its  sacred  links  were  first  united.  In  every  age 
its  heroes  gem  the  azure  sky  of  truth.  Centuries 
of  a  Thomas  Aquinas  lighted  the  pure  Same  of 
that  still  sheds  its  guiding  light  and  beacon  r! 
the  shoals  and  quicksands  of  error  are  hidden  by 
sophistry.  And,  in  our  own  days,  the  heaven-in 
Lacordaire,  and  a  Father  Burke,  has  seemed  to  co 
as  echoes  of  the  voice  of  God,  resounding  from 
Honor  and  eternal  fame,  then,  to  the  glorious 
founder,  the  holy  Order  of  Saint  Dominic  1 


324  Beside  the   Western  Sea> 

I  sing  of  a  kingdom  grand  and  vast, 

It  lies  at  the  foot  of  a  rock-built  throne, — 
That  realm  first  rose  in  the  far-off  past, 

And  its  strength  is  great  as  in  ages  flown. 
And  I  tell  of  a  founder  brave  and  strong, 

A  hero-arm,  and  a  lance  well  tried, — 
The  fearless  foe  of  the  hydra  wrong. 

The  mighty  slayer  of  serpent  pride. 
His  field  of  fame  is  the  lowly  cell. 

His  coat  of  mail  is  a  monk's  robe  whiter 
And  the  magic  arms  he  hath  used  so  well 

Are  the  word  of  truth,  and  the  voice  of  right* 
An  Order  noble,  and  brave,  and  true, — 

This  is  the  realm  he  hath  founded  fair; 
The  stately  tower,  so  old,  yet  new. 

That  gleams  in  its  earliest  freshness  rare. 
The  saving  cross  is  its  banner  bright, 

Where  the  face  of  the  conquering  Victim  pleads ; 
And  the  hosts  are  linked  with  a  chain  of  might — 

'Tis  the  rosy  wreath  of  the  mystic  beads.* 
O  wondrous  Dominic !  leader  strong ! 

O  king  of  a  glorious  subject-train ! 
The  future's  centuries,  bright?  and  long. 

Shall  see  no  end  of  thine  ancient  reign ; 
Shall  see  no  pause  in  thy  olden  strife, 

The  hero- work  by  thy  hand  begun, 
Till  thy  hosts  are  crowned  with  eternal  life, 

The  guerdon  fair  of  the  deeds  well  done. 

*  We  are  indebted  to  St.  Dominic  for  the  beautiful  and  efficacious 
4$yot|on  of  the  Holy  Rosary, 


fc:> 


THE  ROCK  OF  GUADELOUPE. 

Once  it  cast  a  cold  gray  shadow 

O'er  a  desert  bleak  and  bare, 
Noiv,  a  grand  and  stately  temple 

Stands  in  sunlit  beauty  there. 
Now  the  fairest  smiles  of  heaven 

Fling  their  glory  o'er  the  gloom, 
Now  a  wealth  of  lily-graces 

Fills  the  waste  with  balm  and  bloom. 
Who  hath  wrought  this  transformation  ? 

Who  hath  blessed  the  barren  wild? 
Wondrous  Rock  of  Guadeloup6, 

Hath  a  seraph  on  thee  smiled  ? 
Nay,  a  splendor  far  outshining 

Brightest  beam  of  angel  wing, 
O'er  that  brow  of  rugged  bleakness 

Heaven's  glory  deigned  to  fling. 
'Twas  the  pure,  celestial  day-star 

That  hath  chased  the  desert's  gloom : 
From  the  royal  Rose  of  Sharon 

Came  its  store  of  balm  and  bloom. 
As  an  Indian,  simple-hearted. 

Passed  at  daybreak  through  the  wild, 
Lo  !  a  wondrous  apparition 

Blessed  the  forest's  favored  child ! 
On  the  rock  of  Guadeloup6 

Strangest  vision  met  his  view 
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ned,  in  dewy  garland, 
cture  pure  and  iair, 
ant  vision  gleaming 
beauty  there ! 
t  coarse  serap6, 
ler  royal  state, 
.  gracious  Lady, 
)ueen  Immaculate  1 
rock  of  the  desert 
r  and  stately  shrine, 
dden  bloom  of  heaven 
lenisons  divine. 
ed  Guadeioup6 ! 
s  like  thine  have  seen 
lessed  apparition 
celestial  Queen. 
;  dry  and  dreary  desert, 
nt  of  grace  was  wet, 
Y  of  her  presence 
Dm  of  La  Salette ; 
:es  clad  in  purple 
ise  of  earth  she  shuns, 
s  her  royal  message 
;t  and  lowly  ones, 
t  hearts,  O  Lady ! 
lanna-dews  of  grace, 
I  a  worthy  temple 
eet  abiding-place ; 
k  and  poor  in  spirit, 
juile  of  worldlings  free,— 
iwers  of  Jesus, 
essengers  for  thee ! 


THE  POISOI 

[A  Legend  of  Saint  Lonu 

I  HEARD,  from  ancie 

With  holy  legend; 
This  story  of  a  hero 

That  knew  nor  gi 
A  hero  ?    Ay !  as  bi 

As  e'er  this  world 
A  wonder  in  a  worn 

A  star  amid  the  k 
And  yet  no  clanginf 

No  haughty  plum 
That  dauntless  arm 

No  lance  victorio 
A  woollen  robe  of  f 

A  simple  cross  in 
This  was  his  armor 

His  magic  shield, 
He  conquered?  Ay 

From  gaping  woi 
No  crimson  sea,  no 

Swept  o'er  his  pa 
His  strife  was  won 

With  potent  pray 

His  battle-field  the 

In  pagan  bondag< 
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He  marched,  undaunted,  o'er  the  wild, 
■  Through  tropic  rain  and  torrid  heat, 
To  bless  the  forest's  roving  child 

With  tidings  of  salvation  sweet. 
Ah !  wildly  mourned  the  demon  foe 

His  dark  defeat,  his  utler  loss. 
And  planned  to  crush,  with  fiendish  blow, 

The  conqu'ring  soldier  of  the  cross. 
He  filled  with  hate  a  human  soul. 

He  wove  his  wiles  with  malice  fraught; 
And  by  that  tempter's  dread  control 

A  matchless  sacrilege  was  wrought: 
Within  the  sacramental  cup 

Was  poured,  one  morn,  a  poison-draught, 
That,  e'en  in  Life,  there  offered  up. 

Death  agonizing  might  be  quaffed. 
But  when  the  saint's  anointed  hand 

Made  there  the  consecrating  sign, 
When,  at  His  servant's  blest  command. 

To  earth  descended  Love  Divine, 
Afar  the  baffled  demon  fled ; 

For  swiftly,  from  that  mystic  flood, 
A  writhing  serpent  darkly  sped. 

And  left  unharmed  the  Sacred  Blood  I 
O  blessed  Louis!  bid  us  learn 

Sweet  lesson  from  thy  legend  fair, 
That  from  our  life-cup  we  may  spurn 

The  venom-death  and  demon  snare. 


to  (btlov  th 
abandoned  tt 
Founder  of  t 
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3  do  his  bidding 
ig  vassals  leap, 
1  the  grim  old  castle, 
er  to  donjon  keep ; 
id  much  they  marvel) 
no  musty  store 
knightly  prowess, 
it  chivalric  lore, 
from  dust  and  silence, 
me,  worn  and  old, 
legend  fanciful 
;hood  proud  and  bold ; 
joust  and  tourney, 
of  pageants  gay, 
rhyme  of  goblin  grim, 
r  greenwood  fay. 
e  pages  listlessly, 
s  old  and  quaint, 
;  simple  history 
a  hero-saint ; 
languid  'glances 
ig  eager  now, 
ads  o'er  his  pallid  cheek, 
:les  on  his  brow, 
lat  volume  olden 
his  proud  eye : 
eeds  he  readeth  there 
tered  on  high, 
e  truth-inspired  scribe 
language  paints 
s  of  those  knights  of  God, 
ibduing  saints. 
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lil  her  heroes  and  her  sages, 

fit  and  fame; 

afted-  down  the  ringing  ages, 

m. 

!ave,  in  ceaseless  song  and  story, 

their  praise : 

■),  the  laurel  crown  of  glory, 

ling  bays, 

to  whom  the  nations  render 

renown? 

iathed  with  coronal  of  splendor, 

lo-crown  ? 

is  Gordian  knots  untying 

thless  sword, 

that  feeds  his  thirst  undying, 
TOured, 

lose  ringing  intonations 
ipirits  thrill, 
th  servile  adulations, 
ion  will. 

on  fair  soul-tablets  traceth 
light, 

1  from  sullied  shrines  eraseth 
of  right. 

m  seraph  ranks  descending 
nt  throng, 

notes  celestial  blending 
yren  song. 
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Who,  b 
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And  wc 
Whose  m 

To  trut 
Whose  ac 

In  man; 
Whose  ha 

And  tn 
Love's  pr 

Upon  tl 
Behold,  p 

For  hei 
Thy  child 

The  set 
Ah,  sense 
ing. 

Thy  fra 
Thy  empl 

Thy  po 
For  fadelt 

He,  cea 
Through 
nal, 

A  wort 
Ay,  noble 

Thou  1« 
Safe  to  th 

From  c 
Angelic  h 

On  hea 
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ant  thy  deeds  of  glory 

5th  give  thy  guerdon  royal, 

I: 

rht,  for  service  tond  and  loyal, 

ord." 


IGHT'S  VIGIL* 

-s  stood  gray  and  tall 
lonlit  sky, 

t  played  o'er  massy  wall 
i  turret  high; 
rches  rang  no  more 
-chanted  hymn, 
holy  rite  was  o'er, 
were  still  and  dim. 
p  of  the  sacred  shrine 
:nder  ray 

sluna.  Saint  Ignatius  of  Ix)yola,  resolved 
Errice  of  the  meek  and  lowl;  Jesus,  he 
to  the  abbey  of  Montserrat.  On  his  way 
teggar,  assuming  the  mendicant's  humble 
coarse  graj  tunic,  with  a  cord  about  his 
he  passed  anight  in  prayer  before  the  holy 
icred  temple  his  glorious  sword,  he  went 
id  employed  himself  in  attending  to  the 
e  title  of  the  "Unknown  Pilgrim."  He 
itine,  converting  infidels  and  ministering 
reparation  for  the  noble  work  for  which 
g  of  that  glorious  soldiery  of  Christ,  the 
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\y  cause  of  a  King  divine 

y  service  now." 

fever  burns  in  the  throbbing  vein, 

pestilence  wastes  at  noon, 

;  hath  been,  at  the  couch  of  pain, 

;n's  brightest  boon. 

faithful  feet  of  the  pilgrim  band 

n  their  weary  way. 

nes  of  faith's  own  Holy  Land 

mage  fond  to  pay ; 

loathsome  leper  croucheth  low 

Lcred  entrance-gate, 

ke  love  hath  soothed  his  woe, 

:d  his  anguish-weight. 

s  knight  of  the  saving  cross! 

of  quenchless  flame ! 

:hanged  the  glitter  of  worldly  dross 

fleam  of  eternal  fame. 

ief  of  a  wondrous  host, 

ourney  of  Time  is  done, 

uilt  city  of  Truth  shall  boast 

Tiphs  thy  band  hath  won ; 

ly  vigil  of  arms,  brave  knight, 

ch  at  the  sacred  shrine, 

;ngth  was  won  for  a  worthy  fight 

rvice  of  love  divine. 


THE  MARTYR'S  TWOFO 
ALTAR  AND  P 

The  noise  of  festal  riot  had  die 
And  silence  held  the  city  at  eai 
Save  where  the  watchful  wa 

arm^d  state, 
With  slow  and  ringing  footstej 

gate. 
Within  that  dismal  dungeon  nc 
The  captives  kept  their  vigil  in 
For  death  they  calmly  waited,  y 
For  parted  lips  were  smiling,  a 

there. 
It  was  their  festal  morning,  ar 

spread 
With  sacred  wine  of  gladness 

bread. 
But  where  the  garnished  altar- 
behold 
That  fettered  form  extended 

cold! 
It  is  the  priest,  thus  fastened  b; 
One  limb  alone  hath  freedom 

hand. 
And,  lo !  the  wondrous  altar  I 

breast 
Is  laid  the  mystic  ofTring,  f 

blest. 


340  Beside  the    Western  Sea. 

The  captive's  head  is  lifted,  the  consecrating  word 
The  martyr's  lip  hath  spoken,  and  list'ning  love  hath 

heard ; 
The  hand  yet  left  unshackled  hath  made  the  sacred 

sign, 
And,  lo !  a  God  reposes  upon  that  sacred  shrine, 
Above  that  pure  heart's  throbbing,  above  that  puls- 
ing stream, 
That  soon,  in  blest  libation,  shall  shed  its  crimson 

gleam. 
To  share  the  sacred  banquet  the  guests  are  gathered 

now,  * 
And  round  their  living  altar  the  glad  adorers  bow ; 
Again  that  hand  is  lifted,  and  to    the    kneeling 

throng 
It  gives  the  Bread  of  Angels,  the  wine  that  maketh 

strong. 

That  wondrous  Mass  is  over:  from  ruder  pagan 

sight 
They  take  the  altar  vessels,  the  cloth  of  snowy  white. 
And    when,  at    golden   noonday,  the  fierce    and 

fiendish  cry 
"Of  Christians  to  the  hons!  "reSchoes  wild  and 

high,— 
And  when,  in  dread  arena,  beneath  the  summer  ray, 
The  monarch  of  the  desert  is  roaring  for  his  prey, 
The  nuptial  guests  are  ready — exultant,  calm,  and 

strong. 
Go  forth  the  willing  legions,  the  manna-nourished 

throng. 
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r  Monarch  bending, 
eath'd  around  His  throne, 
ts  of  every  Order  blest 
ed,  save  his  own. 
that  saintly  founder, 
of  woe. 

,  with  tender  glance,  beheld 
iw's  bitter  flow ; 
^  hand  she  beckoned, 
le  shrank  in  fear. 
King's  benignant  sign, 
,  yet  weeping,  near. 
thy  tears  of  sorrow 
mmortal  throne  ?" 
i,  1  see,  before  Thee  bowed, 
ler  save  my  own." 
s  royal  Mother 
;  of  glory  turned : 
son,  the  blessed  sight 
ti  thy  soul  hath  yearned : 
>er,  ope  thy  mantle." 
:,  ecstatic  view ! 
I's- realm  extended  wide 
:  of  azure  hue! 
d  the  saint  with  rapture 
id  love,  and  awe, 
5d  'neath  that  wondrous  robe, 
-robed  sons  he  saw. 
le  glorious  vision ; 
ffhat  joy  to  tell 
}  his  children  dear, 
ig  the  matin  bell. 


Saint  Vincent  / 

And  as  the  thronging  bre 

That  tale  of  rapture  h< 
With  giad,  ecstatic  gratit 

Their  very  souls  were  ; 
And.  fervent  vows  ascend 

Of  loyalty  and  love 
To  her  whose  boundless 

Their  white-robed  bam 


SAINT  VINCENT 
O  SAINT  of  God,  success 

Of  blest  apostle-band ! 
Bright  bearer  of  the  "  ti( 

From  land  to  eager  lar 
Ah,  parents  wise,  that  co 

On  noblest  heights  of  i 
The  tablet  clear,  where  a 

Inscribe  each  hero-nan 
Ye  gave  your  child  witht 

An  ofTring,  glad  and  fi 
To  serve  where  glory's  V 

Is  immortality. 
Sweet  garden  of  Saint  E 

This  lily-bloom  of  gra( 
Soon  found,  within  thy  p 

His  fair  and  fitting  plai 
And  so  he  carae,  a  Samui 

To  temple-service  blesi 
With  "  holiness  unto  the 

Borne  ever  on  his  brea 
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oil  the  Master  called, 

his  glad  reply— 

t  turn  his  herald  steps — 

lo,  here  am  I !  " 

went  o'er  land  andsea, 

of  the  cross, 
;  the  Master  bade, 
hings  as  dross. 
ice  of  strength  divine 
ations  throng, 
;ruest  friend  of  right, 
:  foe  of  wrong. 
d  of  sunny  Spain 

work  he  wrought, 
:hen,  of  ransomed 'souls, 
lands  he  sought : 
nnibal,  he  crossed 
's  Alpine  height, 
.Ibion's  snowy  cUffs 
s  standard  bright. 
1  mounts  and  Scottish  hills 
oiler  trod, 
Erin's  favored  isle, 

flow'r  of  God. 
le  smiling  land  of  France, 
ng, journeyed  he, 
rich,  unfading  store 

Italy. 
L^ers  heard  his  voice: 

Moorish  king 

Granada  sought 
senger  to  bring. 


Saint  Agnes. 

And  soon  the  haughty  ^ 

His  Crescent's  lurid  g 
Grow  dim,  when  holy  V 

The  Cross  of  Jesus  the 
But,  saint  of  God  !  my  s: 

Essays  in  vain  to  tract 
The  record  of  thy  hero-1: 

Of  blest,  supernal  grac 
Thy  history  is  fitly  told 

By  seraph  scribes  alon 
Thy  deeds  they  write,  in 

O'er  Love's  eternal  thi 


SAINT  AGN 

VntGIN  AND  HAKITR  IN  THE  REII 

Child-martyr!  noblest 

That  earth  had  ever  ki 
With  heaven's  own  maje: 

And  firm,  unfalt'ring  t< 
Before  the  judge  I  see  th 

Thy  dauntless  words  1 
I  mark  thy  upward-poini 

Thine  eye  serene  and  c 

Clad  in  thy  robe  of  spotl 
Heaven's  glory  on  thy 

Thou  speakest  of  thy  m) 
Thy  solemn  nuptial-vo 


FATHER  JUNIPER( 

Through  the  sounding  i 

Still  the  lofty  paeans  ri 
Of  the  mighty  chiefs  whi 

For  a  transitory  king- 
For  the  glory  of  a  nation 

Darkly  shrouded  in  de 
'Neath  the  ivy-mantled  r 

Of  its  evanescent  sway 
Let  us  vaunt  a  nobler  tri 

And,  in  sounding  chor 
Of  a  chief  who  led  the  b 

Of  the  everlasting  Kin 
Who  hath  added  new  do 

And  a  countless  subjec 
To  the  crown  that,  throu 

Still  unconquered  shall 
Lo !  that  valiant  chieftaii 

In  the  fair  and  fadeless 
To  our  own  bright  El  D( 

Came  his  legions,  brav 
Through  the  Golden  Ga 

Of  our  still  and  shinin; 
E'en  our  royal-vested  cit 

Meekly  owned  their  pt 
Peaceful !  ay,  no  mail-cla 

Clanked  along  the  sun; 
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nd-hills  lay  no  death-heaps, 

no  tide  of  ghastly  gore, 
ilood-drop  of  the  vanquished    ■ 

your  wreaths  of  victor-palm, 
bed  sons  of  sweet  Saint  Francis, 

legions  of  the  Lamb ! 
1  the  fiendish  armies 
e  wail  of  woe  and  loss, 
weapon,  world-subduing, 
3  demon-dreaded  cross, 
ee,  O  valiant  leader! 
t  brave  and  dauntless  band 
as  to  deathless  conquest 
firm,  anointed  hand, 
lory  shall  be  given 
sweet  and  saintly  name, 
I'olden  land  shall  echo 
y  paean-notes  of  fame, 

pilgrim,  gazing  fondly, 
;  sunlight's  tender  ray 

cross  of  Padr6  Serra, 
shore  of  Monterey, 
;,  in  our  verdant  valleys, 
B  vestige  yet  remains 
laint  adob^  temples, 
ruined  mission-fanes ; 
in  the  courts  of  heaven 
hosts  shall  sing  thy  fame, 
mdless  ages  echo 
le  glory  of  thy  name  ; 

the  white-robed  subjects. 
T  at  "  the  great  white  throne," 


The  Lily  of  Quii 

Stand  thy  pure  and  pricelesi 
Blessed  conquests,  ail  thir 

Ay,  the  forest's  countless  ch 
Freed  from  demon-thrall  1 

Weave  thy  crown  of  fadeles 
In  their  glad  eternity. 


THE  LILY  OF  QU 

In  a  garden  of  the  Southlan' 

Once  a  matchless  lily  grei 
That,  through  all  its  earthly 

Kept  its  white,  unsullied  ■ 
Kept  its  first  celestial  fragra 

For  its  heart  was  e'er  the 
Of  the  brightest  beams  of  he 

And  the  balm  of  grace  di\ 
Though  it  shunned  the  glar 

Where  the  worldly  flowei 
Yet  it  could  not  hide  the  br 

That  illumined  e'en  the  sh 
Purest  eyes  that  gazed  upor 

Saw,  serenely  mirrored  tV 
All  the  sweet  and  smiling  g: 

That  the  blooms  of  heavei 
Sinful  eyes  that  gazed  upon 

Veiled  their  glances  in  aff 
For  the  awful  flame  of  Sinai 

Darted  thence  its  angry  lij 
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eyes  that  sought  it 
J  tempest-rain  of  woe, 
;d  bow  of  promise 
lin  its  cheering  glow, 
sister  blossom 
nd  fragrant  rose, 
Us  of  favored  Lima 
er  care  enclose ! 
sures  of  Columbia, 
gled  wreath  entwine 
laS.  Rose  of  Sharon, 
ily-flow'r  divine, — 
1  of  splendor 
'X,  in  blended  hue, 
Dom  of  Quito, 
of  fair  Peru  I 


)YSIUS  GONZAGA. 

ed  from  toys  of  earth  ! 
iplifted  high 

that  fade  and  joys  that  fly, 
pomp,  and  pride  of  birth  I 

le  could  win  thy  soul 
heav'n  serene  and  clear, 
loes  charm  thine  ear, 
rains  unceasing  stole. 


The  Christian  Bi 

The  flow'r  supreme,  the  fai 
Of  blest  Loyola's  knightl 
From  age  to  age,  from  la 

Thy  hero-deeds  recounted  . 

Yet  throngs  saw  not  thy  lal 
For,  in  the  mystic  life  of ; 
'Tis  from  the  least  and  lo 

The  victor's  loftiest  meed  ii 

O  may  our  Hves  thine  imag 
May  each  young  Christie 
Thy  royal  robes  of  lowlii 

Thy  lily  crown  of  purity  ! 


THE  CHRISTIAN  BROTI 
MINE. 

Far  down  within  the  dism^ 

Where  fragrant  breezes  r 
Where  genial  sunbeams  ma 

Or  crystal  brooklets  flow 
There  gleams  the  wondrou 

The  shrouding  granite's 
And  there,  in  deep  oblivior 

The  shining  silver  lies. 
Far,  far  below  the  verdant 

So  soft  with  dew,  so  brig 
The  miners  dig,  with  wearj 

In  dread,  eternal  gloom. 
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wealth  that  taketh  wings, 

;s,  set  in  rust, 

irldly  worship  clings, 

Tist; 

n  that  falsely  leads 

it  marshes,  foul  with  sin; 

tiat  darkest  deeds 

J  may  win, 

»        »        •        • 

lustless  mine 

■others  fondly  toil : 

sams  ever  shine, 

:ks  the  soil ; 

/ealth  that  fleeteth  not 

1,  swift  as  light ; 

ns  no  rust  can  blot, 

nay  blight, 

heart  of  youth 

tiers  long  have  wrought, 

ess  gold  of  truth 

hath  sought, 
guilt  and  vice 
alth  of  silver  ore, 
rous  "  pearl  of  price" 
ng  store, 
not  from  earth 
1  a  scant  reward ! 
your  task  is  worth 
p'our  Lord ! 
;s,  and  with  each  gem 

freed  from  earthly  leaven, 
idem 
n  heaven," 


THE  BIRDS  OF  YO  SEMITI 

The  seething  torrent  writhed  and  ro 

Adown  its  dizzy  path, 
And  o'er  its  rocky  barriers  poured 

The  white  foam  of  its  wrath  ; 
It  burst  at  last  its  granite  cage, 

It  leaped  from  out  its  lair. 
And  ceaseless  thunders  of  its  rage 

Crashed  through  the  quiv'ring  air, 
Yet  firmly,  at  that  torrent's  foot. 

The  forest  monarchs  grew  ; 
Its  foam-wreaths  laved  each  sturdy  i 

And  gemmed  each  leaf  with  dew. 
O  fearless  oaks !  the  wrathful  storms 

The  cataract's  endless  frowns, 
Could  never  bow  your  stalwart  form 

Or  dim  your  leafy  crowns. 
And  safe  within  your  verdant  shade. 

E'en  o'er  its  angry  crest. 
The  merry  minstrel  of  the  glade 

Had  built  his  humble  nest; 

■  The  above  poem  was  suggested  by  ft  prose  desc 
Semite,  in  which  the  writer  enthusiasticall]'  and  charmin 
the  emotions  awakened  in  his  heart  by  the  majesty 
cataract,  and  the  exquisite  melodies  of  (he  modcing-b 
fearlessly,  even  amid  the  angry  roar  of  the  waters,  t 
gratitude  to  Him  whom  the  Germans,  with  sweet,  child] 
style  "  the  dear  God." 
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ful  warbler  sang 
ttWay, 

jer  carol  rang 
to  the  day.  N 

rev'rent  awe, 
ddy  verge, 
y  its  tumults,  saw 
he  and  surge ; 
ss  thunder-tone 
king  ear, 
"  A  Monarch's  throne 

are  here. 

:s!  Thou  God  supreme! 
ones  of  praise  ! 
ting  glances  seem 
re  to  raise ! 
:  torrent's  path, 
lower  I  see, 

mighty  wrath, 
;ty." 

urst  of  joyous  SOng, 
set  and  clear  ? 
!  O  minstrel  throng ! 
w  not  fear. 
■y  storm  that  smote 
easeless  blows, 
fi  gleeful  note 
:e  rose: 

r  all- Father's  name ! 
)ne  above 

Thy  mercies  claim, 
tnd  love ! 


The  Birds  of 

List  to  the  birdlings'  sin 

Clear  ringing  through 
Though  round  Thee  chi 

Our  lays  Thou  wilt  n( 
The  torrent's  deep,  reso 

Proclaims  Thy  bound 
It  bids  a  world  its  Sov'r 

And  tremble  in  Thy  s 
But  our  unceasing  carol 

Our  fonder,  sweeter  tl 
We  sing  Thy  crowning 

Thy  mercy's  fairest  gl 
O  shrinking  human  heai 

Look  upward  from  thi 
And  wake  a  new,  unfalt' 

Of  perfect  love  and  tr 
So,  on  the  pilgrim's  dre: 

Those  sweet  blrd-voic 
Their  music's  soft  and  S( 

Its  terror-tuniult  stille 
Dear  messengers!  till  lil 

My  grateful  heart  sha! 
Your  melodies  of  love  a 

Your  tones  of  tendern 
O  maddened  waters !  w 

Adown  your  rocky  pa 
And,  in  resounding  thuti 

Peal  out  your  mighty 
Type  of  the  terrible !  sl 

And  awful  voice  of  pc 
Yet  blending  sweetly  wi 

Of  birds  in  leafy  bow( 


!  Sea. 

ay! 

rought  to-day 


e  above, 
}land, 
love, 

Its  pour 

irdant  roar, 

ites  within 

it's  din 

er, 

t  and  calm, 

ear, 

psalm 


THE  VISION  OF  ( 

Forth  came  the  con 

By  vile  Maxentius 
With  shining  spears, 

And  royal  ensigns 
There  gleamed  the  c 

Beneath  the  noont: 
And  there  the  sheen 

Proud  challenge  tc 
High  dreams  of  mat 

Smiled  on  the  tyra 
No  marvel — for  a  wc 

By  Rome's  resistk 
Forth  marched,  to  re 

A  band  as  brave  a 
But  match  with  coui 

A  sapling's  branch 
Then  may  ye  dream 

Ay,  then  securely 
To  see  the  band  of  < 

With  serried  legio 
E'en  while  their  nob 

His  troops  unfalt'i 
Within  his  dauntless 

This  agony  of  dre 
He  knew  how  vain  1 

Against  such  fearl 


The  Lord's  Ano\ 

And  there  the  oil  of  stren 

Upon  a  warrior's  brow. 
A  warrior!  ay,  yet  not  of 

Who  wade  the  crimson 
And,  ruthless,  bid  the  cap 

Their  car  of  triumph  bi 
To  battle  'gainst  the  temf 

To  crush  the  mighty  w 
To  cope  with  evilg,  fierce 

The  demon's  hydra  thr 
To  heal  the  bruised  and  b 

To  soothe  the  stricken  1 
To  bid  the  leprous  soul  b 

The  freed  in  peace  depi 
To  carry  through  the  desi 

Salvation's  tidings  blest 
To  bring  the  wand'rer  ho 

To  bid  the  pilgrim  rest 
To  cheer  the  lone,  plague 

Unshrinking,  to  the  last 
To  nerve  the  faint  and  pa 

Until  the  strife  be  past 
To  preach,  to  teach,  to  " 

To  fast,  to  watch,  to  pr 
To  tread,  with  firm,  unwe 

Privation's  rugged  way 
To  spurn  fhe  cup  of  worh 

Earth's  fondest  ties  to  t 
To  cast  aside  her  golden  j 

Her  paths  of  peace  fors 
To  toil  in  drear  and  dista 

The  noontide  heats  to  t 


SobuskPs  Song^  of 

The  flock  secure  within 

The  jewels  safely  set,- 
These  are  the  fruits  that 

And,  lo !  his  fair  rewa 
*'  Well  done,  thou  good 

True  servant  of  thy  L 
An  honored  guest,  for  e 

He  shares  the  Brideg 
And  seraphs  hail,  with  j 

Their  Lord's  anointed 


SOBIESKI'S  SONG  O 

HoSANNA  to  the  Crucified,  wh 

dross 
Grow  dim  before  the  matchle; 

phant  Cross  ! 
And  honor  to  Our  Lady  ble; 

hath  won 
Proud  conquest  for  their  arms 

ard  of  her  Son ! 
Hail,  Lily-bloom  of  Israel !    1 

grace ! 
The  might  of  Moslem  hosts  hj 

royal  face  ; 
Thine  image  decked  the  bann 

folds  on  high. 
Thy  badge  was  on  each  warri 

his  battle-cr}'. 
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Tu-  D-.._:_  i.„„. Au o  ^„o^^  exult- 

;  desert 
:h  ruth- 
aim  the 
le  army 
:  Chris- 
iread  of 
ded  for 
outrang 
1  glance 
nother's 
aded  for 
ail,  our 
ory  was 
soldiers 
Paynim 
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Ay,  fled  before  the  feeble 

pigmy  band, 
The  handful   they   had   swi 

Damascus  brand ! 
Their  haughty  crescent  sur 

Lady's  glance — 
The  scymitar  hath  failed  tc 
'      sacred  lance. 
Hosannas  to  the  Crucified,  ( 
Let  vaulted  aisles  and  cloi 

Deums  ring ! 
Let  light  and  bloom,  and  j 

holy  shrine. 
Where  lies  our  sweet  thar 

Lamb  divine ! 
From  demon  hand  of  sacrilq 

fane. 
The  peaceful  homes  of  sanct 

train  ; 
The  priceless  gems  of  art 

Moslem  fire. 
No  Christian  cities  whet  th( 

and  ire. 
Sing,  then,  your  glad  and  g 

sons  of  art ! 
Breathe  now,  O  child  of  ek 

thy  heart; 
And,  pale-browed  scholar, 

pages  tell 
How  Sobieski's  Christian 

infidel. 
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O  holy  city  of  our  love!  O  heaven-guarded  Rome! 
grandly  ring  within  thy  mighty 

Saracens  pass  not  within  thy 

is  unprofaned,  thy  shrines  in- 

iristians'  God,  who  armed  oui 
jht! 

hose  potent  aid  hath  blessed  the 
t! 

hail !  the  Crescent's  sheen  is 

led  its  haughty  ray,  and  crushed 


RELICS:  THE   MISSIONS. 

:  of  twilight  song  and  story 

lands, 

inx  uplifts  her  forehead  hoary 

sands ; 

Ids,  with  firm,  defiant  power, 

ad  abyss, 

at  yet  so  richly  dower 

lolis. 

of  "  legends  quaint  and  olden  " 
;ing  shrine, 


The  Missions. 

Still  darkly  frowns  within  the  sunsi 
That  lights  the  mystic  Rhine. 

.  But  these  are  records  of  a  clouded 
When  wrong  o'ermastered  right 
One  burden  dread  fills  all  their  sou 
The  ruthless  rule  of  might. 

Ah !  fairer  far  the  relics  thou  enshi 
Bright  sovereign  of  the  West! 

O'er  sacred  walls  a  fadeless  wreath 
The  amaranth  of  the  blest. 

Nor  Egypt's  fanes,  nor  stately  dom 
The  sculptured  gods  of  Greece, 

Can  match  the  homes  of  love  divin 
Beneath  the  wings  of  peace. 

No  feudal  halls,  no  banner-flauntinj 
Frowned  grimly  o'er  the  land ; 

Nor  vassal-trains,  nor  mailrclad  bar 
Enforced  a  stern  command. 

Humbly  they    stood,    yet    crown 
splendor. 

Those  wondrous  walls  of  clay ; 
A  power  benign,  an  influence  sweei 

Held  there  its  potent  sway. 

The  gray-robed  monk,  the  messeng 
There  ruled  his  willing  band  : 

No  blood-spot  clung,  nor  taint  of  v 
To  that  anointed  hand, — 
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.ruth  securely  leading 
child,— 

;amed,  with  silent  pleading, 
Id. 

ed  low  in  adoration, 
nole  dome, 
i  "  clean  oblation," 
lily  home. 

hen  rang  the  angel-story 
•tower, 

,  with  halo-crown  of  glory 
hour. 

h  trail  of  serpent,  blighted 

lalls, 

!n-blessings  lighted 

lis. 

lest,  rarest  treasure 

le  mines ; 

lu  hast  in  countless  measure. 


lunt,  in  song  and  story, 


ATeath  of  glory, 
walls. 


THE  MOST  HOLY  ROS 

O  ROYAL  road,  that  heavenward 
Aiong  the  chain  of  mystic  bead: 
O  lily-chaplet,  sweetly  hid 
The  blood-empurpled  thorns  arc 

0  rose- wreath,  twining,  pure  an' 
Around  the  holy  heights  of  pra^ 
Where  love's  bright  cross  begin 
The  pilgrim-path  that  faith  ascei 
Blest  garland !  on  each  shining  1 
A  rare  and  wondrous  tale  I  reac 
The  life  that  rose  in  Bethlehem 
Is  traced  on  eveiy  sacred  gem  ; 

1  gee  her  sweet  and  sinless  face, 
Hailed  by  archangel,  "  full  of  gi 
How  gently  falls  each  answ'ring 
"  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  L 
I  catch  the  gleam  of  angel  wing 
Again  their  Christmas  carol  rinj 
As  on  that  eve  when  love  began 
The  history  of  the  God  made  m 
I  follow  all  that  childhood  fair, 
O'erwatched  by  Mary's  tender  i 
I  feel  the  balm  of  incense-breatl 
His  fair  youth  sheds  o'er  Nazan 
And  'raid  the  lily's  gleam  I  read 
A  joyous  tale  on  every  bead. 
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But  shadows  fall  on  balm  and  bloom 

Amid  the  olive  garden's  gloom, 

When  o*er  the  Victim's  spirit  flow 

The  surging  waves  of  human  woe, 

And  on  His  sinless  heart  is  hurled 

The  anguish  of  a  guilty  world. 

The  night  of  darkness  shades  the  mom. 

The  Monarch  wears  His  crown  of  thorn, 

And  mortals  throng,  with  shout  and  sneer. 

His  royal  pathway,  strange  and  drear. 

Nailed  to  His  throne,  the  Martyr-King 

Completes  His  reign  of  suffering ; 

A  God  redeems  His  creatures'  loss 

On  the  dread  altar  of  the  cross ! 

f3o,  'mid  the  blood-dyed  thorns,  I  read 

A  doleful  tale  on  every  bead. 

But  lo !  upon  that  weary  way 

Immortal  Love's  triumphal  ray ! 

The  tomb  is  rent,  t)ie  night  is  gone. 

And  brightly  breaks  the  Easter^awn  I 

I  see  the  risen  Saviour  stand 

Amid  His  chosen  awe-struck  band ; 

I  see  Him  fondly  linger  where 

The  flock  still  claims  the  Shepherd's  care. 

Until  His  promise  sweet  is  given 

Of  comfort  blest,  and  strength  from  heav45n. 

Then,  from  that  heaven's  opened  doors, 

A  matchless  flood  of  glory  pours. 

Love's  prize  is  won !     Love's  labor  ends ! 

The  Victor  to  His  throne  ascends ! 


The  Most  Holy  I?osti 

Yet  Truth's  assurance  is  not  los 
For,  lo !  the  boons  of  PentecosI 
With  tongues  of  flame  and  unci 
Behold  the  promised  Paraclete 
Bright  visions  bless  inspired  sig 
Unsealed  is  wisdom's  fount  of  li 
For,  heaven's  own  messengers  r 
The  fishermen  of  Galilee. 
The  Maiden-Mother,  full  of  gra 
Again  I  greet  her  queenly  face,- 
She  o'er  a  Saviour's  childhood 
And  to  His  cross  unfalt'ring  clu 
She  in  each  sorrow  bore  her  pa 
The  sword  of  grief  had  pierced 
Now,  in  that  Saviour's  triumph 
The  Mother  claims  her  royal  sh 
New  gladness  thrills  the  angel  t 
New  rapture  swells  the  seraph's 
The  pain  is  past !  the  bliss  is  wo 
The  sinless  Mother  greets  her  S 
And  lo  !  the  handmaid  of  the  U 
Receives  her  radiant  reward, 
And  on  her  bright,  unsullied  bn 
The  peerless  crown  is  gleaming 
And  so,  'mid  regal  gems,  I  read 
A  glorious  tale  on  every  bead, 
O  wondrous  privilege  to  see 
The  visions  of  the  Rosary ! 
To  hear  the  mystic  voice  that  n 
Redemption's  story  from  the  be; 
To  linger,  rapt  in  holy  dream. 
Where  Israel's  lily  sheds  its  glej 
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To  tread  the  peaceful  path  of  prayer. 
To  mount  o'er  heaven's  shining  stair, 
To  clasp  the  bright,  rose-jewelled  band 
That  leadeth  to  the  better  land ! 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  CROSS 

Weary  with  the  world's  unrest, 

Blinded  by  its  glare, 
Gone  devotion's  holy  zest, 

Gone  its  soothing  prayer. 

So  I  passed,  with  footsteps  slow, 

Through  the  sunny  street, 
Shrinking  from  the  summer-glow, 

Drooping  in  its  heat. 

Bitter  wailing  of  despair 

Rose  within  my  heart : 
"  Why/'  it  moaned,  "  this  cark  and  care? 

Why  this  anguish-smart  ? 

"  Why  these  weary  burdens  borne 

Through  life's  torrid  day  ? 
Why  the  pangs  that  make  us  mourn 
•     O'er  its  desert  way  ? 

"What  can  bid  the  torture  cease  ? 

What  can  heal  its  pain? 
Where  the  spell  to  bring  ye  peace, 

World-sick  soul  and  brain  ? 


fe. 


The  Shadow  of  th 

"What,  O  Life!  canst  1 
For  thy  grief  and  los 

Shadowed  on  the  path 
Saw  I,  then,  a  cross.' 

And  a  "  still,  small  vok 
Silenced  heart  withii 

"  Cease  thy  plaint  of  e; 
Cease  Ihy  thought  o: 

"  Said  He  not, '  Take  u 
Ye  who  follow  Me :' 

So  the  gain  for  every  1 
Limitless  shall  be. 

"Ask'st  thou  whence  tl 
Where  the  healing  b 

Lo!  the  promise,  swee 
'  I  will  give  thee  rest 

Then  I  raised  my  weai 
Where  the  saving  si} 

Pointing  upward  to  thi 
Crowned  the  sacred 

As  a  rock  in  desert  lat 
Cooling  shadow  thrc 

Bringing  to  the  pilgrin 
Shelter  and  repose ; 

So  that  shadow  o'er  m 
Wrought  its  soothin; 

When,  'mid.  noontide's 
Tenderly  it  fell. 


THE  PASSION  FLC 

I  GAZE  with  trembling  awe 
Upon  thy  purple  glory. 

Thou  strange,  mysterious  s 
Of  earth's  most  wondrou 

Weep,  human  eyes !  ay,  we 
Enshrined  in  nature's  jev 

Dread  record  of  a  direful  d 
Of  sacrilege  most  cruel. 

When  to  His  death  the  Vi( 
Toiled,  anguish- worn  am 

Didst  rise,  sad  blossom,  wi 
To  deck  that  path  most  c 

Ay,  fancy  sees  thy  petals  s 
Where  His  faint  footstep; 

Until  thy  clinging  tendrils 
Round  Calvary's  blood-s 

And  from  that  scene  of  wo 
Thou  bring' St  the  fearful 

Of  purple  robe  and  crown 
His  creatures'  blind  deri; 

I  trace  each  emblem,  stran] 
Amid  thy  mystic  glory  : 

The  nails,  the  gall-soaked  s] 
Types  of  that  mournful 


MAPLE  LEA 

O  CHILDHOOD'S  home  acre 

O  sweet  and  sunny  past 
By  dream-light  guided  ba< 

O'er  waters  wild  and  vai 
O'er  wintry  wastes  of  grie 

O'er  desert  paths  of  paii 
In  glowing  freshness,  pure 

The  bright  scenes  thronj 
And  Memory's  fond  and  si 

Full  many  a  vision  wea^ 
Each  bright  with  tints  of  1 

And  crowned  with  mapl 

A  country  home,  with  veli 

And  fields  of  golden  gra 
And  fragrant  meadows  str 

Beyond  the  grassy  lane ; 
With  garden  wealth  of  gk 

With  orchard  treasures 
With  vine-wrcath'd  porch, 

O'erhung  with  blossoms 
Yet  o'er  the  winding  lane 

Beyond  the  golden  shea 
For,  yonder  waves  the  raa| 

Enrobed  with  glossy  lea 
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ise  leaves  to  sit, 

ed  glow, 

shadows  flit 

low! 

'  ancient  rhyme  I 

c  words 

in  tuneful  chime 

diand  birds ! 

ylvan  fay, 

h  receives, 

lorning's  glory  lay 

.ves. 

■other  dream 
)ound  sight, 
hvhiteness  gleam 
ight ; 

d  silent  street 
bend, 

imunings  sweet, 
ranches  blend. 
,  ray  casement's  shade  I 
weaves 
3w  hues  arrayed, 
1  leaves. 

>nd  the  seas ! 
s  falling  fast, 
ing  trees, 
I  past. 

obes  of  Spring 
lians  stand, 


Maple  . 

And  sigh  their  tender 
To  Summer's  breea 

And  Autumn's  mellov 
And  Autumn's  sad  ' 

Where  brightly  glean; 
Of  dying  maple  lea' 

And  Winter  drapes,  ir 

The  branches  browi 
And  leafless  stems  in  \ 

With  icy  crystals  fa 
And  so,  the  charms  th 

Upon  those  maples  i 
And  Peace,  within  the 

Has  built  her  Eden 
And  I,  in  visions  brigl 

Gaze  on,  while  Men 
And  dowers,  with  swe 

Her  crowns  of  mapl 


.AIDE  ANNE  PROCTER  • 

irbled  through  her  poet-life 
in  of  magic  sweetness, 
y  golden  day  was  rife 
ummer's  glad  completeness. 

ih  landscape,  fair  and  calm, 
now  her  grateful  vision, 
Italia's  bloom  and  balm 
lappiiiess  Elysian. 

is  of  blest  enchantment  smiled 
er  her  life-bark  drifted, — 
ures  for  a  poet's  child, 
ories  for  the  gifted. 

Procter  was  the  eldest  child  of  Bryan  Walter  Proe 
s  a  poet,  by  his  tio/n  di  plutiu  of  "  Barry  Com- 
1  gift  was  inheritsd  bjr  his  sweet  and  genile  daughter, 
ose  poetry  is  best  described  by  a  quotation  from  an 
'U  World,  entitled,  "The  poems  of  Adelaide  Anne 
nssys  :  "T^eir  simple,  delicate  beauty  appeals  alike 
,  and  to  the  soul  of  the  young  child ;  their  transpar- 
I  of  an  unusually  lucid  intellect;  their  profoundness 
ieving  heart."  Her  conversion  to  the  Catholic  &ith 
>  was  about  Iwenty-four  years  of  age.  Her  life  had 
IS  B  summer  day,  and  her  death  was  tranquil  as  its 
t  of  the  Purification  the  heavenly  messenger  came, 
irs  of  the  Church,  whose  faithful  child  she  was,  her 
1  away.    StquUteat  inpoetf 


Adelaide  Anne  Pi 

Yet,  tbough  she  trod  a  sunn] 
No  idler  may  we  deem  he: 

No  laggard  through  the  bus; 
No  self-indulgent  dreamer 

Her  glowing  pen,  her  ringin 
Ceased  not  its  earnest  labc 

To  plead  the  right,  to  crush 
To  soothe  her  woe- worn  n 

And  in  the  fragrant  Souther 
With  Truth's  white  garme 

She  knelt,  with  Faith's  ilium 
A  fervent,  rapt  adorer. 

Ah !  well  she  loved  the  gleai 
Home  of  the  man-God  hi( 

Where  to  the  Bridegroom's 
His  faithful  ones  are  biddf 

And  sweet  her  song  of  chap 
The  Maiden-Mother  holy 

Smiled  gracious  answer  to  t 
Of  hearts  sincere  and  low 

And  on  that  Mother's  festal 

The  lights  that  graced  hei 

Shone  softly  o'er  the  heaver 

Of  feet  that  would  not  fal 

For  then  that  fair  life  reache 
And  death's  calm  angel  sc 

To  bring  the  better  land's  rt 
To  Poesy's  sweet  daughte 


THE  LESSON  HEED! 

The  sounds  of  festal  music  rose  with 
And  garlands  shone,  and  banners  ' 

gilded  wall ; 
A  gay  and  goodly  company  were  br 

there, — 
The  youthful  and  the  nobly  born, 

the  fair. 
Unheeded  fied  the  smiling  night  ai 

sweet, 
The  strains  of  witching  melody,  the  I 

feet; 
Nor  faintest  note  of  graver  thougt 

its  warning  knells, 
Where  rang  the  tones  of  pleasure's 

of  folly's  bells. 
And,  'mid  the    proud    and   jewellt 

graced  that  festal  scene. 
One   peerless   star  serenely   shone 

shipped  queen: 

*  Those  lines  were  suggested  by  an  incident 
Nagle,  foundress  of  the  Presentation  Order.  Thi 
brightest  ornaments  of  the  French  Court.  Re 
from  a  ro^al  ball,  she  saw  a  crowd  of  people  wai 
for  early  Mass.  So  deeply  was  she  struck  with 
their  self-sacrilicing  piety  and  her  own  life  of 
pleasure,  that  she  immediately  formed  the  resolul 
livery  of  worldly  pride,  and  consecrating  herself 
"  meek  a.nd  lowly  Jesus."  How  perfectly  she 
iniention,  let  the  noble  Order  she  foutided,  ai 
among  the  children  of  the  poor,  bear  witness. 
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aming  galaxy  of  brightest  beauty 

maid  of  Erin  reigned  the  fairest  of 

****** 
e  coming  morn  dissolved  the  spells 

;  shadows  dimly  peered  the  herald 

■ht; 

I  its  throae  upreared  within  the 

;  thus  early  came  to  share  a  nuptial 

)dly  company  had  fondly  gathered 

n  raiment  clad,  nor  decked  with 

ittered  drapery  they  braved    the 

I  and  pallid  cheek  its  dismal  story 

:  they,  those  heirs  of  heaven,  those 

the  King, 

as  the  company  o'erwatched    by 

aldic  blazonry,  nor  wreath'd  and 

il  Monarch's  matin  feast,  that  Bride- 

iquet-hall. 

'  humbly  knelt  beside  the  yet  un- 

vel  hushed  its  strain,  the  stately 


The  Lesson  Heet 

And  now  from  worship  false  an 

of  frailest  clay, 
The  star  of  courtly  splendor  tu 

away ; 
And  as   she   sought  her  regal 

unwonted  scene 
Met,  on  her  way,  the  startled 

petted  queen  : 
She  saw  the  lowly  band  that  knelt 

gate, 
She  saw  the  "  meek  and  humble 

feast  await; 
And  lo !  the  Master  seemed  amic 

to  stand, 
With  dust  upon  His  tattered  rob 

on  His  hand : 
"  Behold  !  "  He  cried,  "  the  pictu 

traced  for  thee ; 
Thus  early  seek    thou  wisdom' 

wait  for  Me," 

They  gathered  in  a  simple  room 

ing  rare, 
No  banner  with  its  proud  device 

fair; 
And  none  amid  that  childish  bi 

lordly  name — 
They  were  the  children  of  the 

rank  or  fame. 
They  gathered  fondly,  lovingly,  a 
And  sweetly,  for  the  Master's  ss 

little  one 


Western  Sea. 
)us  love  that  once  on  earth 
Dndrous  work  their  hidden 
leeded  well,  for,  lo  !  that 
a  royal  rose,  within  the 
h  brightest  ray  amid  the 
le  stately  hall  to  music's 
eetest  tone,  had  breathed 
low  the  gems  that  decked 
a^e  enshrouds  the  form  of 
,ly  robe,  the  scarf  of  dainty 
^er  knew,  amid  the  pomp 
Us  the  heart  of  heaven's 
wisdom's  gate,  hath  heard 
rden  down,  and  found  the 
sacred  yoke,  His  service 
ihareth  now,  in  "  wedding 


The  Earth-Angel. 

And  oft  she  sees,  in  vision  fair,  the 

walls, 
The    amaranthine  garlands  twined 

banquet-halls ; 
And  sweetly  falleth  on  her  ear  the  i 

Lord: 
"  Well  done,  thou  pure  and  faithful  o 

rich  reward ! " 


THE  EARTH-ANGE 

I  GAZED  Upon  the  motley  t> 

That  filled  the  sunny  stre 
I  heard  the  din  of  Babel  tot 

The  tread  of  busy  feet ; 
I  saw  the  silken  robes  of  pr 

And  all  its  bright  array 
Of  gems,  that  flashed,  in  rai 

Defiance  to  the  day  ; 
And  yet  I  marked  how  oft  I 

Of  trappings,  rich  and  rai 
Still  darker  showed  the  sha 

The  clouds  of  brooding  c 
How  ghastly  shone  the  vaCi 

On  faces  wan  and  worn. 
How  hollow  rang  the  glad: 

From  hearts  by  anguish  t 
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and  secret  scorn 
accents  bland, 
:d  lurked  within 
endly  hand. 

hat  shining  street, 

its  din, 

world's  unrest, 
3,  and  sin. 
t  busy  path 

form, 

ear  a  spell  of  peace 
■estless  storm ; 

the  Babet  tone, 

motley  crowd, 
'  of  pride  and  scorn 
rence  bowed. 

form  in  coarsest  serge 

iaven's  view, 

;n  of  worldly  gems, 

inbow  hue ; 

aint  white  covering 

:hat  gentle  face 

f  peace  serene, 

irthly  grace ! 

IS, — the  mystic  beads, 
hs  pure  and  fair, 
that  sweetly  leads 
ts  of  prayer ! 


The  Earth-A 

Daughter  of  Vincent,  i 

'Twas  meet  to  honoi 
O  bride  of  Christ,  and 

Of  dove-eyed  Charil 
Thou  lead'st  the  helph 

From  weary  waste  a 
Safe  to  the  pastures  frt 

Safe  to  the  Master's 

Thou  shrinkest  not  fro 

Thou  tread 'st  the  cr 
Where  speedeth  Moloi 

Above  the  heaps  of ; 
Thou  kneelest  where  t 

On  that  ensanguined 
And  showest,  to  his  dj 

The  image  of  his  Go 
Thou  biddest  care,  ant 

Their  dread  dominie 
Thou  bringest  to  the  si 

The  blessed  boons  o 
Be  honored,  then,  in  h 

As  in  thy  calm  retre 
Be  honored  whereso'ei 

Thy  consecrated  fee 


LATORY  RHYME. 

■s.  H.  D.  on  the  birth  of  her  daughter, 
«,  Switzerland.] 

it  the  swelling  sail 
ht  or  fairer, 
arer,  fonder  tale 
)ve  the  bearer, 
n  its  pinions  fleet, 
oundless  water, 
nt  its  niessagCf£W«et, 
bless  thy  daughter. 
To  the  countless  hearts 
s  chiefest  treasure, 
f  that  name  imparts 
i  of  pleasure, 
rateful  spirit  be 
station, 

ill  flash  across  the  sea 
atulation ; 

th  the  words  that  greet 
priceless  treasure, 
yer,  that  graces  sweet 
.ndless  measure, 
ird  her  smiling  rest, 
r  gleeful  waking! 
its  sacred  nest 
ever  making ! 


Bishop  McFa. 

Bright  be  her  life  as  is  t 

Of  Leman's  placid  foi 
And  pure  as  shines  the  i 

That  crowns  her  Swit 
O  thus  we  blend,  with  g 

Unnumbered  fervent 
And  waft,  the  restless  w 

Our  countless,  glad  Ci 
Our  kisses  for  the  brow 

With  blest  baptismal 

Our  smiles,  to  crown  wl 

The  gem  of  gems— 


BISHOP  McFA 
{IH   MEMORIA 

The  warder  stricken  from  the 
The  leader  lost  amid  the  bat 

The  voice  so  still,  that  rang  tb 
The  arm  so  numb,  that  gave 

But  Zion's  King  hath  called  h( 
And  bade  His  warrior  in  Hi 

The  loyal  servant  claims  his  ee 
The  soldier  resteth  from  the 

O  warders,  that  succeed  him  c 
Keep  watch  like  his,  around 

O  hands,  that  grasp  his  shining 
Be  strong,  like  him,  to  check 


Western  Sea. 

a  from  the  ceaseless  strife  I 
in  the  home  of  peace ; 
noblest  deeds  is  rife, 
!  win  the  glad  release. 

sounding  voice  of  fame 
:hrough  the  East  and  West , 
I  thy  mighty  name, 
ve  thee  their  homage  blest. 

of  thy  loss  are  borne, 
ss  the  Western  wave, 
sorrowing  spirits  mourn 
eader  bright  and  brave. 

I  deck  the  sacred  shrine 
ure  of  the  favored  East ! 
)le  wreath  of  mine? 
lOugh,  in  worth,  the  least. 

pint  pure  and  blest ! 
imid  the  ever  free, 
Lh-roaming,  till  they  rest 
t>y  "  waters  still,"  with  thee. 


REV.  THOMAS   BRIODY 

Gone!  ere  he  reached  life's  fair,  meridii 
Gone !  while  his  path  was  bright  witt 

bloom 
And  the  glad  glory  of  the  morning  sun  ! 
Why  grew  his  step  so  weary  that  he  tui 
From  the  white  harvest  and  the  vintagt 
From  the  dear  flocks  that  knew  their 

voice, 
From  the  decked  altar  and  the  waiting 
To  seek  the  silent  slumber.of  the  tomb  i 
Because  his  work  was  finished,  and  he  li 
The  Master's  voice  that  called  him  to  hi 
The  wondrous  echoes  of  the  seraph-son 
Fell  on  his  list'ning  ear :  afar  he  saw 
A  radiant  multitude,  enshrined  within 
The  glory  streaming  from  the  "  great  whi 
Then  fondly  rang  his  glad,  ecstatic  cry, 
"Here  am  I,  Lord!  my  Master!  lo!  I  c 
O  faithful  pastor !  from  thy  place  beside 
The  "  fair,  still  waters,"  thou  wilt  cast  ai 
Thy  guardian  glance  upon  the  helpless  I 
Still  roaming  where,  across  the  desert  pi 
The  torrid  glare  falls  fiercely,  or  the  sha 
Of  the  chill  cloud  conceals  the  thorny  s 
Ay,  thou  wilt  guide  them  till  the  sunset 
And,  when  the  night  falls  darkly,  thou  v 
Each  wanderer  homeward  to  the  shelt'r 
And  the  •'  green  pastures"  of  his  rest  w 


NELLIE. 
(in  memoriam.) 

[iDicribedto  Mrs.  R.  rmlef.] 

Soft,  dove-like  eyes,  and  brow  serenely  fair, 

Crowning  a  pale,  sweet  face. 
Where  the  calm  strength  a  martyr's  look  might 
wear. 

Shines  with  its  saintly  grace. 

So,  through  the  pain-fraught  years  that  marked  her 
life, 
A  patient  sufferer  smiled ; 
So  bloomed  a  flower,  with  heaven's  own  sweetness 
rife, 
Withm  earth's  dreary  wild. 

So,  angel-guarded,  in  its  shrine  of  clay 

A  radiant  jewel  slept ; 
Secure,  "  unspotted  from  the  world,"  it  lay, 

And  changeless  lustre  kept. 

But,  'mid  the  weeds  that  throng  our  earthly  way, 

Heaven's  flow'ret  found  no  room; 
Unheeded,  shone  its  pearl's  transcendent  ray 

Within  this  prison  gloom. 

So,  on  white  wings,  death's  angel  floated  down — 

A  casket  earth  enshrines ; 
But,  'mid  the  gems  that  light  th'  Eternal's  crown, 

Another  jewel  shines. 


Mrs.  Sarah  E.  A. 

With  soft  hands  folded  on  the 
A  white-robed  figure  lies: 

A  ransomed  soul  hath  found  i 
In  radiant  paradise. 

Peace,  mourning  hearts!  up 
light 

Death's  sable  shadow  fell ; 
With  her,  whose  absence  brinj 

Lo !  angels  say,  "  Tis  well." 

Ay,  well  to  know  the  blest,  ur 
To  His  beloved  given, — 

The  Sabbath  peace,  the  slumh 
The  blissful  rest  of  heaven. 


MRS.  SARAH  E.  M. 

O  King  of  Terrors !  th< 
A  fair,  transcendent  p 

The  glow  upon  a  match 
The  light  of  tender  ej 

The  queenly  grace,  sere 

Upon  a  noble  brow. 
Life's  rare  and  radiant  c 

This  is  thy  treasure  n 
The  smile  that  on  a  brig 

Like  sunlight,  soft  am 
The  majesty  whose  cha 

A  lithe  and  stately  foj 


Jl'estem  Sea. 

jifts,  whose  cordial  hand 
sped  in  mine, 
n  our  Western  land, 
'  eyes  shine. 

home  beyond  the  wave 
must  be : 

ht  hath  found  a  grave 
stern  Sea ; 

rts  are  mourning  here, 
lely  bed ; 
and  bitter  tear, 
rished  dead. 

thy  mother-heart 
child  of  grace ; 
nks  of  love  can  part, 
d  embrace. 

:r  and  sacred  rite 
ecious  clay, 
surrection-light, — 
ister  day. 

s,  by  faith  entwined, 
ith  shall  be, 
:er-souI  enshrined 
ary; 

icless  prayer  ascend, 
:rdon  blest : 
;hat  hath  no  end, 
lal  rest. 


MRS.  ADA  BAINE  GUII 

A  ULY-BLOOM  from  life's  fair  chaplet 
A  star-beam  quenched  in  gloom, 

A  priceless  pearl,  in  purest  lustre  giv 
To  deck  the  dismal  tomb ; 

A  precious  life,  by  patient  sufTring  b 
And  crowned  with  graces  rare. 

Whose  magic  sheen,  by  anguish-palU 
Grew  yet  more  strangely  fair. 

Till  the  pure  glow,  the  radiance  resp 
Filled  that  last  hour  with  light, 

And  left  its  gleam  of  loveliness  trans( 
E'en  on  the  veil  of  night, — 

This  was  the  boon  that  blessed  your  i 
O  hearts  by  anguish  torn ! 

These  were  the  charms  that  decked  j 
flower, — 
Her  graces  fitly  worn. 

Yet,  peace !  the  jewels  of  her  life  are 
To  Him  whose  love  bestowed  ; 

With  added  charms,  lo !  angel  hands 
Gift  meet  for  His  abode. 

The  lily-bloom  within  His  fadeless  b( 
Sheds  now  its  fragrant  light, 

For  the  glad  beauty  of  immortal  flow 
Is  won  by  mortal  blight. 


Western  Sea. 

ith  all  its  sorrows  weary, 
of  praise 

gave  its  darkness  dreary 
rays ! 

urs  of  your  human  sorrow, 

f  woe — 

glory  of  a  morrow 

ts  glow  : 

[lin  the  pearly  portal, 

rits  meet ; 

where  white-robed  throngs 

:h's  feet. 

,  from  love's  chaplet  riven, 
be  twined ; 

death's  cold  casket  given, 
hall  find. 

tenderest  caressings, 

gain; 

heaven's  fadeless  blessings, 

i  pain. 


MRS.  MARGARET  C.  MAHC 

"BLESSED  AXE  THE  DEAD  WHO  DIE  IN  TI 

True  regjister  of  Christian  grace 

Fair  crown  of  deathless  fame, 
And  fitting  epitaph  to  trace 

Beneath  thy  cherished  name ! 
Ay,  thou  art  with  the  blessed  dei 

Thou  claim'st  their  bright  rew 
Who  follow,  with  unfalt'Hng  tre: 

The  footsteps  of  their  Lord. 
In  vain  earth  showed  each  goldei 

For  thee  'twas  worthless  dross. 
And  naught  could  turn  thy  stead 

From  truth's  unfading  cross ; 
For  wisdom  lent  her  aid  divine, 

And  thy  pure  glance  could  see 
The  motto  of  that  saving  sign, 

"  All  else  is  vanity." 
Rare  lessons  hath  thy  precious  li 

By  blest  example,  taught, — 
By  deeds  with  duty's  fragrance  ; 

With  heaven's  sweetness  fraug 
The  stricken  hearts  in  anguish  b 

The  eyes  that  weep  thy  loss. 
Yet  see  the  stars  within  the  clou 

The  halo  o'er  the  cross ; 


e    Western  Sea. 

ted  from  thy  crown, 

I  peaceful  ray, 

lome  of  brightness  down, 

ir  upward  way. 

of  thy  virtues,  shrined 

oe  beneath ; 

of  thy  graces  twined 

s  cypress  wreath, — 

cy  of  love, 

s  e'en  the  tomb ; 

,ar-beams  from  above, 

hrough  the  gloom. 

deck  the  golden  stair 

ly  loved  shall  tread, 

thee,  their  places  fair, 

essed  dead. 


E  BERTHA. 

Mrs.  W.  H.  Gleason.] 

c  voice 

e  ceaseless  song ! 
\  choir,  rejoice  I 
seraph  throng  1 
ng  beam 
3  fadeless  sun, 
l-gleam, 
lustre  won! 
ly,  fraught 
baptismal  dew, 


Little  BertJta. 

In  primal  beauty  brough 

To  blossom  in  love's  v 
A  white  lamb,  angel-led 

Unto  the  peaceful  fold 
A  birdling  early  fled 

From  wintry  cloud  ani 
O  mourning  mother-heai 

Look  upward  from  th; 
Behold,  the  shadows  pai 

The  morning  splendor 
Upon  the  gleaming  skies 

Lo !  visions,  glad  and 
Id  matchless  glory  rise. 

To  charm  thy  spirit's 
The  white-robed  legions 

Before  the  Monarch's 
And,  'mid  the  shining  bi 

Lo !  treasures  once  th 
Ay,  throned  among  the 

All  earthly  fetters  riv' 
Safe,  safe  on  Jesus'  brea 

Two  angels  thou  hast 
Two  guardians  hast  thoi 

For  thee  to  watch,  to 
And,  when  the  night  is  < 

To  guide  thee  to  the  < 
And  though  thy  path  be 

Thy  pilgrim  journey  1 
Unceasing,  on  thy  ear, 

Shall  fall  their  soothir 
Till,  at  the  "  great  whit< 

Where  saints  adoring 


e    Western  Sea. 

mphant  tone 

h  strains  shall  blend ; 

ace  to  face, 

■y's  torrents  pour, 

sfond  embrace 

thee  evermore. 


TELA  T.  CURTIS. 

ilth,  O  balmy  bowers ! 
)f  cherished  flowers! 
andest  tributes  here, 
,  the  dewy  tear, 
of  light  entwine 
et  faded,  shrine, 
tie  blighted  bower, 
et  transplanted  flower. 
an  off'ring  meet, 
in  kinship  sweet, 
ith  tender  care, 
s,  pure  and  fair ; 
your  bloom,  we  trace 
of  her  spirit  grace : 
m,  the  shining  dower, 
fair,  immortal  flower, 

at  death  hath  chilled  I 
3r  ever  stilled ! 
hast  thou  kept  no  ray, 
coming  day  ? 


Mrs,  Manuela   T. 

Must  hope  be  lost  in  sorrow 
And  love  lie  mute  witii  agoi 
No !  shining  through  the  ni| 
Behold  the  sweet  auroral  gl 
Hope  on  the  Living  Rock  s 
And  show  its  beam  with  ste 
While  love  shall  break  the  s 
With  echoes  of  her  soothinj 
"  The  Lord  His  covenant  sh 
And  give  to  His  beloved  sit 
O  sweet  soul-flower !  secun 
In  verdant  pastures,  calm  ai 
Lo !  where  the  stainless  lily 
Where  bloometh  Sharon's  r 
Beneath  life's  fair,  unfading 
For  evermore  thy  place  shal 
And  there,  at  last,  shall  fonc 
Thy  loved  ones,  rescued  fro 
Transplanted  from  the  earth 
To  deck  the  garden  of  their 


AYNARD. 

isenger  of  woe ! 
thou  lovest  well  is  thine ! 
thered  'neath  thy  blow; 
r  and  fitting  shrine 
-esh,  unsullied  heart, — 
:h  thy  ruthless  dart. 

ach  youthful  grace, 
of  a  glorious  life  ; 
fair  young  face, 
)f  life's  sweet  spring-time 

;  angel-reaper  stay  ? 
oved  prey. 

et,  words    with    comfort 

inds  the  golden  sheaves ; " 
vers   the   seeming  spoiler 

freshness  on  its  leaves. 
,t  gem  of  priceless  worth, 
autiful,  for  earth. 

lossom  from  its  stem, 

trailing  serpent  blight — 

e's  own  diadem, 

I  in  living  light ! 

Did  your  treasure  fair, 

the  Master's  care ! 


E.  H.  Comer/ord,  M 

The  storms  may  beat,  the  winds  bio 
No  blast  disturbs  his  summer  air 

Earth's  withered  leaves  may  lie  on 
Heaven's  stately  trees  are  robed  i 

While  clouds  brood  darkly  o'er  eai 

Eternal  sunshiae  floods  the  fields  ol 


E.  H.  COMERFORD, 

[D[ed  in  Kilkenn]',  Ireland,  Januarj 

Sweet  is  the  memory  of  the 

And  well  the  bard  hath  sai 
Their  "  actions  blossom  in  th 
And  sweet  aroma  shed ; 

Each  deed,  with  purest  purp 
Shall  live  in  deathless  bloc 

Though  cold  may  lie  the  hai 
Within  the  silent  tomb. 

So  live  thy  deeds,  O  healer  I 
That  soothed  with  tend're: 

So  lives  thy  fragrant  memor 
In  many  a  grateful  heart. 

So  hath  thy  life  its  blossoms 
Of  sweet,  celestial  hue. 

Thou  faithful  friend,  thou  tei 
Thou  brother,  fond  and  tr' 


tern  Sea. 

n  letters  clear, 

scord ; 

sr  stain  nor  fear, 

jrd." 

:  of  Saints, 
ine, — 

lever  taints, — 
thine. 

Western  Sea, 

ulogy 

fe, 

iternal  band, 
clime, 

itranger  hand, 
hyme. 

;  my  prayer; 
est, 


JAMES  McNALLY. 

[Inscribed  to  his  mother.] 

Earth  prisons  in  her  shrines  of  i 

Full  many  a  jewel  rare, — 
Bright  gems,  resplendent  with  ti 

The  King's  own  treasures  wea 
And  many  a  fair  and  fragile  flow 

For  love's  own  garden  meet, 
Sheds  o'er  our  lone,  sin-blighted 

Celestial  odors  sweet. 

So,  oft  the  rare  and  radiant  gem 

From  earthly  shrine  is  borne, 
And  often  from  its  fragile  stem 

The  stainless  bloom  is  torn. 
Thy  leaves,  O  sweet,  transplant* 

The  Master  fain  would  see 
Safe  sheltered  in  His  fadeless  bo 

By  life's  immortal  tree. 
And  thou  shalt  deck  His  kingly 

O  gem  of  priceless  worth  ! 
And  still  thy  splendor,  shining  c 

Shall  light  the  gloom  of  earth 

O  mother-heart !  by  anguish  riv 
O  grief-rent  soul !  be  calm  ; 

And  with  the  blow  thy  God  ha; 
Receive  His  healing  balm. 


w  Sea. 

rim-waif 
it  roam, 


rpent-blight 
:d  white 


'y  hand 
ain! — 
ining  band, 
rain ; 
ngel-led, 
:hly  snare, 
jverent  tread. 


;lay, 
Irest, 
lay, 
1  blest 
lem, 
I  twine 
'ing  stem, 


HARRY  MASSES 

A  FAIR  and  fragrant  memor 

For  ever  shall  be  thine, 
Full  many  a  heart  shall  trea; 

In  sweet  and  sacred  shrini 
Full  many  a  voice  shall  fond 

Thy  dear  and  cherished  n 
Full  many  a  hand  for  thee  s! 

The  fadeless  crown  of  fam 

The  frankness  of  thy  sunny 

That  mirrored  peace  with 
Thy  glance,  undimmed  by  v 

Unmarred  by  care  and  sir 
Thy  noble  brow,  the  fitting 

Of  hopes  sublime  and  hig 
The  brilliant  dreams  that  br 

From  out  thy  thoughtful  < 

Thy  graceful  gifts,  thy  wors 

Of  all  things  pure  and  sw( 
Thy  aim,  in  higher  paths  be 

To  tread  with  willing  feet 
These  are  the  relics,  sweetly 

In  pictured  thoughts  of  tl; 
The  soft'ning  shadows  of  rej 

O'er  lights  of  memory. 


tside  the    Western  Sea. 

t,  no  shadow  can  enshroud 

"air  and  fadeless  ray, 

love  shall  trace,  beyond  the  cloud, 

bright  excelsior  way ; 

;r  that  path  of  blissful  light 

;i©n's  hand  doth  twine 

rstic  chain,  serenely  bright, 

iinks  of  faith  divine. 

communion,  joined  for  e'er 
in  that  sacred  band, 
aven  doth  shed  its  splendor  fair 
earth's  lone  desert-land. 
nked  within  one  blessed  fold, 
lioly  bond  of  grace, 
turning  mother-heart  shall  hold 
child  in  fond  embrace. 

red  ones  yet  in  exile  letl, 
sorrow-stricken  band, 
usehold'  group,  of  joy  bereft 
jthless  reaper's  hand, — 
ill  in  closest  union  blend, 
o'er  that  path  of  prayer, 
arless  footsteps,  shall  ascend 
ingel- guarded  stair, 
(cyond  its  golden  gates, 
gathered  flock  shall  see 
lastures  fair,"  where  love  awaits 
lad  eternity. 


THE  ANGEL  AND  CI 

[TransUled  from  the  Freoch,  for  Mrs. 

An  angel  passed,  on  wings  of  li 

From  out  the  blest,  adoring  i 
And  softly  took  his  earthward  1 

To  watch  an  infant's  rosy  slu 
And,  mirrored  in  the  placid  fac 

Thus  by  his  guardian  glance 
His  own  pure  smile  of  heav'nly 

He  saw,  as  in  a  brook,  refieci 
"Sweet  child!  "  the  holy  watc 

"Thou  angel-likeness,  pure  ai 
O  come  with  me,  where  seraph 

The  pathway  of  celestial  sple 
Fly  to  thy  home  of  cloudless  jo 

Earth  merits  not  so  fair  a  tre; 
Her  golden  gifts  are  base  alloy 

The  worthless  boons  of  worl 
Here,  smiles  foretell  the  weary 

And  sunbeams  hide  in  shade; 
The  wail  of  woe,  the  anguish-c 

Succeed  the  ringing  shouts  o 
Grim  fear  is  joy's  unwelcome  g 

Mirth  smiles,  the  messenger  i 
To-day  the  vales  in  calmness  n 

The  tempest  rules  uncheckec 


e    IVesiem  Sea. 

;his  shining  brow? 

;loud  its  smiling  sweetness, 

ure  eyes,  that  now 

I  joy's  serene  completeness? 

ay  path  must  be 

Ids  and  meadows  vernal, 

led  Peace  shall  shed  o'er  thee 

'  a  day  eternal. 

I  endless  years  shalt  wear 

,  the  robe  of  brightness, 

I  of  guilt  or  care 

y  vesture's  whiteness; 

oud,  in  midnight  gloom, 

le  and  smiling  splendor, 

k  and  cruel  tomb, 

oom  and  brightness  tender. 

lild !  away !  away  ! 

m  the  smile  thou  wearest : 

>ur,  her  latest  day, 

jpiest  and  fairest" 

his  wings  of  light, 
sped  a  sinless  brother ; 
ike  their  willing  flight — 
f.     Alas .'  poor  mot  Iter  / 


IRELAND'S     CONSECRATION 
SACRED  HEART. 

[None  who  have  read  ilie  beautiful  and  touchii 
Consecration  of  Ireland  to  Ihe  Sacred  Heart,  cou 
heartfelt  earnestness,  "  How  sweet  and  how  fittir 
holy  is  tlie  love  that  prompted  that  solemn,  sacrei 
litting  is  il  that  the  riven  heart  of  long-suffering  '. 
consecrated  to  the  wounded,  sword-rent  Heart  of  t 
her  Divine  Master  and  Model] 

It  was  a  worthy  offering  for  Faith 

land, — 
Her  bleeding  heart  unto  her  Lord's 

sacred  band ; 
It  was  a  consecration  meet  for  he; 

hath  known, 
Through  ages  dread,  IhrougW  ages  1( 

like  His  own; 
But,  pierced  and  wrung,  that  loyal 

His  truth's  abode, 
Still  clear  within  its  guarded  shri 

flame  hath  glowed 
And  blended  in  the  weary  wail,  an 
t        the  sigh, 
^he    incense-breath    of    purest    pri 

ascended  high. 
And  O  what  manna-stores  of  gra.ct 

Sacred  Heart 
Flowed  down  to  bless  the  stricken 

her  faithful  part ; 


ide  Ike    Western  Sea. 

not,  that  murmured  not,  her  cruel 

ike, 

;  lash,  and  wore  the  thorns,  and  suf- 

■lis  sake ! 

aim  of  Gilead,  and  dew  of  Herraon 

he  wound,  and  cooled  the  wrath,  of 

m's  heat ; 

■  her  the  magic  strength  that  never 

t, 

lest  supernal  strength   that   fills   th* 

:art. 

;t,  O  martyr-land !  that  on  one  sacred 

heart  should  offered  be,  beside  the 

ine, 

ihadow  of  its  strength,  thou  may*st 

2St, 

■uer  copy  still, — a  likeness  yet  mca-e 

other  lands  prepare  an  offering  like 

imbia,  starry-crowned !  respond,  O 

ne! 

:  deck  a  worthy  shrine  within  the 

;st, 

3  the  noble  heart  that  beats  within 

?* 

Mtem  was  wrilten,  most  of,  if  not  all,  Ihe  dioceses  of 
■ft  been  consecrated  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 


Ireland's  Consecration 

WHt  thou  not  clasp  the  golden  linl 

can  rend  apart. 
And  breathe  thy  consecration-vow  u 

Heart? 
O  prelates,  princes    of   the  realms 

endless  Love! 
O  ye  who  stand  as  sentinels  on  Zion' 
Ah,  will  ye   not   within   those  reali 

Heart  enshrine, 
And  trace  upon  Columbia's  heart 

divine? 
The  Heart  that  throbbed  with   dei 

Bethlehem's  lowly  cave, 
The  Heart  that  unto  Nazareth's  cot  i 

gave; 
The  Heart  that    pulsed  with    tem 

through  the  crowded  street, 
By  lonely  shore,  in  desert  wild,  H 

tireless  feet; 
The  Heart  within  whose  sacred  dep 

less  anguish-sea 
Surged  wildly,  on  that  wondrous 

Gethsemane  ; 
The  Heart  that  broke  for  very  love, 

bitter  cry, 
That  told  a  world  its  life  was  woe 

deigned  to  die, — 
That  Sacred  Heart,  that  Sacred  Hea 

pulses  yet 
Are  throbbing  with  its  mighty  lov 

fond  regret 


Western  Sea. 
panteth  thus,  for  whom  its 
gratitude,  no  flame  respon- 
acred  Heart  the  rich  and 
ndless  love  in  Love's  eternal 
flowers  bloom,  where  hearts 
I  altar-shrine  the  consecra- 
:d  Heart,  across  the  Western 
shall  bind  the  fettered  and  - 


THE    HOME    OF    OUR    LADY    < 
SACRED  HEART* 

The  treeless  town  a  silent  captive  lay. 

Spellbound  by  summer-heat ; 
And  dreary  dust,  in  penitential  gray. 

Enrobed  the  shadeless  street. 
A  lone  Sahara  seemed  that  weary  path, 

By  toiling  pilgrim  trod. 
Traced,  drear  and  endless,  through  a  vale  < 

A  desert,  banned  by  God. 
The  wanderer  raised  her  sad  and  longing 

And  lo!  a  vision  fair! 
Faith's  steady  symbol,  pointing  to  the  ski 

Encrowned  a  gateway,  there. 
The  pilgrim  paused — ^O  scene  divinely  ca 

Within  that  portal  blest ! 
Fair  home  of  peace !  sweet  realm  of  Notr 

Bright  paradise  of  rest  I 
On  dewy  leaves,  and  rainbow  blossoms  ft 

A  softened  splendor  hung, 
And  balmy  fragrance  filled  that  bright  pt 

From  blooming  censers  flung ; 
And  while  the  wearied  day-beams  sought 

Beyond  the  purple  hill, 
Seraphic  tones,  in  clearest  echoes,  rose 

With  sweet  and  tender  thrill. 

■  The  above  lines  were  suggested  by  a  visit  to  the  Con 
Dame,  Sm  Josi,  California. 
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The  pilgrim  followed  where  the  soft  notes  led, 

As  in  a  blissful  dream  : 
Had  the  freed  spirit  from  its  thraldom  fled, 

With  daylight's  dj'ing  gleam? 
A  glimpse  of  heaven  hath  blessed  her  longing  eyes 

Beyond  that  cross-crowned  gate  ; 
Lo  I  Sharon's  Rose,  the  sovereign  of  the  skies. 

Throned  here  in  royal  state ! 
Beneath  her  dome  that  Maiden-Mother  stands, 

And  O.the  matchless  grace, 
The  tender  yearning  of  her  outstretched  hands, 

The  glory  of  her  face ! 
Lo!  at  her  feet, in  union  close  and  fond, 

A  childish  figure  stands, 
Serenely  shrined  in  swept  and  mystic  bond, — 

His  Mother's  shelt'ring  hands. 
O  likeness  fair !  that  Mother's  matchless  grace 

Reflected  in  her  Son  ! 
Her  tender  smile,  the  light  upon  His  face. 

Seemed  blending  into  one! 
His  gesture  fond  reveals  her  gradous  part 

In  all  His  life  of  love : 
One  hand  points  sweetly  to  His  Sacred  Heart, 

One  shows  her  smile  above. 
And  gently  there,  on  fair  and  youthful  heads. 

Low  bowed  before  the  shrine, 
That  blended  brightness  of  compassion  sheds 

A  benison  divine. 
O  pirture  fair!  sweet  home  of  Notre  Dame! 

On  life's  lone  desert-path 
Thy  leafy  shade,  thy  light  benignly  calm, 

Shall  soothe  the  noontide  wrath : 


Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  1 

And  dreary  roads,  in  robes  of  dusty  ^ 

Shall  fade  from  memory's  view, 
While  sweetly  gleams,  in  summer's  g 

Thy  bloom  of  rainbow  hue. 
For  ever  shrined  above  the  bright  pa 

Its  crowning  gems  shall  shine, — 
A  child's  pure  brow  reflecting,  sweet 

A  iijother's  smile  benign. 
And  worldly  care,  exorcised,  shall  de 

When  memory's  echoed  hymn, 
■'  O  sweetest  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Hea 

Floats  through  the  twilight  dim. 
While  thus  is  won,  from  breath  of  son 

Full  many  a  magic  gift. 
The  pilgrim's  voice,  from  paths  of  du: 

Its  grateful  tones  shall  lift. 
Hail,  sweetest  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Hi 

Within  thy  gleaming  dome 
\U  Eden-joys,  as  royal  boons,  impart 

To  thine  own  convent-home! 
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:  of  worldly  care 

■erdure  blest,^ 

,  and  fair, 

■souls  may  rest; 

rdens  of  our  God, 

ig  entrance-gates ; 

t,  by  angels  trod, 

mal  waits! 

id  a  city's  dust, 

t  parterre, 

mmed  by  worldly  rust, 

et  fair, 

"adeless  lamp  before 

:e  of  Love, 

''ell-Beloved  "  o'er 

ly  Dove ; 

ar's  light  and  bloom 

other  stands, 

queror  of  the  tomb 

ess  hands. 

glideth  slow 
5  serene  retreat, 
ny  of  woe, 
ed  feet. 


The  Trial  of  St.  Francis  d* 

What  tortures  thrill  that  prostral 

Ah!  whence  that  anguish-rain 
What  power  could  rouse  such  fei 

Of  wildest  woe  and  pain? 
Hath  conscience,  checked  throug 

Arisen  in  wrath  at  last  ? 
Doth  sorrow  shed  its  burning  tei 

To  mourn  the  sinful  past? 
Ah,  no !  yet  near  that  favored  so 

All  white  as  lily's  bloom. 
The  Tempter's  baneful  shadow  s 

And  brought  its  night  of  gloor 
Wild  was  the  storm,  and  dread  t 

The  king  of  darkness  wrought 
And  ever  through  that  darkness 

His  hissed  and  cruel  thought: 
*'  Vain  is  thy  vigil,  vain  thy  pray 

Hope  sheds  no  ray  for  thee ; 
Thine  is  the  blackness  of  despair 

Through  all  eternity." 
So  passed  each  anguish-laden  da 

So  fled  each  dismal  night, 
Till  the  frail  body  owned  the  swi 

That  wrought  the  spirit's  bligV 
O  stricken,  crushed,  yet  faithful  i 

Thy  glad  release  is  near — 
Afar  the  gloomy  clouds  must  rol 

When  faith  shall  conquer  fear. 
"  Sweet  Mother !  "  thus  his  angui 

In  sobbing  utterance  woke, — 
"  If  thus  my  dearest  hopes  must 

Beneath  this  fearful  stroke ; 
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erished  as  thou  art, 
d  I  weep 

lere  thou  wert  laid 
mless  sleep, 
this  form  of  thine 
ined  within, 
a  soul  defiled 
/  sin  I " 

is  that  mother's  prayer  E 

ig  taint 

hite  and  shining  soul 

al  saint : 

1  robe  of  grace, 

igh  life  he  wore ; 

F  the  just 

htly  bore. 

n !  in  thy  heart 

enshrine, 

heroic  prayer 

:  be  thine. 

he  gifts  of  earth, 

"orm  and  face, 

lul  hath  lost 

imal  grace  ? 

le  wealth  of  worlds, 

;n  vice, 

lid  his  birthright  fair, 

of  price  "? 
I  ambition  grasp 
yrants  given, 
hand  hath  f 

heaven. 


SAINT  PHILIP  NERrS  QUI 

O  WORLDLY  hearts,  close  linked  to  go 

O  foolish  feet  that  chase  the  flying  t 
O  spellbound  ears  enraptured  by  the  '. 

Ambition  sings,  in  false  and  fleeting 
Pause  in  your  worship,  cease  your  sei 

List  to  the  voice  that  drowns  the  sy 
That  hurls  the  idol  from  its  lofty  plao 

And  stays  the  tumult  of  the  hast'nii 

"  Proud  plans  are  thine,"  the  holy  Ph: 

To  one  bowed  low  o'er  tomes  of  leg 
"  Tell  them,  my  son."     The  student  li 

"  I  seek  the  gems  in  learning's  deptl 
My  hand  would  grasp  the  treasures  0 

And  seize  the  wealth  fair  Science  c: 
From  halls  renowned  would  bear  i 
prize, 

And  clasp  the  crown  the  victor  wea 
The  student  paused.  "  And  then?"  s 
saint. 

"  Then  power,  and  fame,  and  honors 
Then  lairer  scenes  than  fancy's  skill  d 

Of  triumphs  proud,  upon  my  path 
"  And  then  ?  "    Again  that  question,  1 

Still  proudly  shone  the  scholar's  dr 
Still  sung  the  syren  to  his  spellbound 
■    And  still  ambition  urged  his  quick 
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vealth,  with  magic  hand,  can  give, 

boons,  my  boundless  store,  shall  be, 

e  monarch  will  1  live, 

asures  of  the  earth  and  sea." 

i,  shadow  crossed  the  shining  brow- 

\  still  to  cast  ils  pall  aside : 

■n  mandate  I  at  last  must  bow," 

le,  the  dreaming  youth  replied. 

Lnd   then?"      The  syren  song  was 

ihade  o'er  fancy's  pictures  fair  ; 
Dung  heart  swift  sped  a  swordlike 

les  grew  dim  and  blighted  there, 
son,  all  worldly  dreams  must  fade 
adiance  of  an  endless  dawn. 

Dse  hopes,  in  rainbow  tints  arrayed  ? 
proud   pageants  ?— gone,  for   ever 

stre  of  a  lofty  name 
■e  who  sits  upon  the  throne? 
sound  the  trumpet-notes  of  fame 
udge,  or  still  His  sentence-tone  ?" 

!    Ambition's  reign  was  o'er — 
lins,  as  ropes  of  sand,  were  riven  ; 
heart  that  sought  its  fleeting  store, 
ly  and  purer  search  was  given. 


THE  CAPTIVE'S  WELCOME  TC 

My  rest  draws  near. 
This  weary  life  has  reached  its  welcom 
The  vast,  sad  burden  of  its  clinging  w( 

I  cast  off  here. 

At  last,  at  last, 
The  blessed  hour  of  sweet  release  hath 
When  the  wild  pan^s  that  made  these  pi 

Will  all  be  past. 

No  more,  no  more, 
For  thy  frail  loveliness,  O  earth !  I  pini 
Freedom  and  light  eternal  shall  be  min 

Beyond  thy  shore. 

Thou  better  land ! 
My  soul  hath  caught  the  glory  and  the 
I  vainly  sought  in  youth's  deluding  dn 

Entranced  I  stand. 

And  on  my  ear 
Steals  the  glad  rushing  of  thy  rivers  fr 
The  blissful  echoes  of  thy  harmony. 

Remote,  yet  clear. 

Ere  long, ere  long, 
White-robed  and  crowned,  amid  the  sh 
This  weary  captive  fetterless  shall  stani 

Ajid  join  thy  song. 
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hee 

1  my  soul  hath  clung, — 

)se  frail  strength  I  hung 


given 

ir-seeing  and  serene ; 
f  earthly  love  between 
id  heaven. 


VDY'S  DEATH. 

t  East! 

fling  wide  your  gafes  of  gold ! 
beyond  your  bars  to  hold 


:pare  her  shining  way ; 
the  blest  transplanting  day 
Flower. 


e  of  the  bitter  past ! 
le  glory  dawns  at  last, 
I  glows. 

own, 

ireary  desert  way, 
re  Love  secluded  lay 
frown. 


Our  Lady^s  Death. 

The  pangs,  the  fears, 
That  watched  the  life  by  pain  and  peri 
His  life,  who  owned  "  no  place  to  rest 

Through  weary  years. 

The  woful  way 
With  those  who  watched  beside  the  m; 
Whose  fainting  steps  their  blood-dec 
trod, 

Our  debt  to  pay. 

The  sword  that  rent 
Her  mother-heart  who  fondly,  firmly  c 
To  the  dread  cross  whereon  her  dear  ( 

Till  hfe  was  spent. 

The  death-cold  face, 
The  pallid  lips,  that  spoke,  no  soothing 
The  lifeless  arms  close-clasped  within  1 

In  dread  embrace : — 

All,  all  is  o'er. 
No  memory-pang  can  rend  that  royal  i 
Where  love  and  joy  shall  keep  their  sv 

For  evermore. 

Her  realm  is  won. 
The  radiant  crown  shall  wreathe  her  s 
The  Mother  claims  her  throne  of  brigh 

Beside  her  Son. 

No  dismal  tomb 
Held  that  fair  form  within  its  blightini 
The  serpent-trail  could  leave  no  venor 

On  Israel's  bloom. 
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The  blissful  days  fled  like  a  vision  by : 

In  the  poor  cottage  home  of  Nazareth, 

Where  the  child  Jesus  grew  in  age  and  grace, 

Submissive  to  the  gentle  Mother-Maid, 

Who  kept  His  sayings  treasured  in  her  heart. 

The  hidden  God  began  His  work  of  love 

At  Mary's  potent  mandate.     Cana's  feast 

Saw  the  strange  power  of  those  maternal  tones, 

That  won  the  first  sweet  miracle  of  Christ, 

When,  as  the  gold-tongued  poet  chronicles, 

"  The  conscious  water  saw  its  God,  and  blushed !  " 

And  when  Redemption's  tender  story  drew 

Near  its  dread  close ;  when  all  its  kindly  deeds 

And  loving  toil  received  His  world's  reward, — 

A  thorny  crown,  a  royal  garment  dyed 

In  royal  blood,  a  throne  enriched  with  gems 

From  hands  outstretched,  and  nail-transfix6d  feet, — 

Here,  too,  is  she  co-martyr  in  H4s  woe. 

For,  lo !  the  Gospel,  "  Now  His  Mother  stood 

Beside  the  cross  of  Jesus."     Unto  death 

Faithful  and  fond  !     O  tend  Vest  mother-heart! 

And  there  He  gave — ay,  listen,  scoffer  proud ! — 

To  her  His  last  sweet  legacy  of  love : 

"  Behold  thy  Mother!"  and,  "  Behold  thy  son  !" 

O  ingrate  heirs  of  that  divine  bequest ! 

Unthankful  children  !     Can  eternal  love 

Look  kindly  on  rebellion  that  disowns 

The  sweet  and  sinless  handmaid  of  the  Lord, 

The  cherished  guardian  of  His  children  fair. 

The  loved  co-worker  in  redemption's  toil  ? 

She  unto  whom  the  echoing  ages  breathe 

The  greeting  learned  from  Gabriel's  angel  lips. 


Here  She  is  Again.  43 

"The  Lord  is  with  thee  !  Hail,  then,  full  of  grace  ! 
O  King  of  Truth  !  we  praise  Thee, — she  is  here ! 
O  Lord  of  Love !  we  bless  Thee, — she  is  here ! 

O  sweet  Redeemer!  bid  our  tongues  1 *" 

Our  hands  "  forget  their  cunning,"  if  ■ 
To  give  Thee  thanks.  O  joy,  that  she 
Here  in  the  weary  desert  of  our  woes, 
A  shining  column  o'er  the  pilgrim  patt 
A  steady  star  above  the  crimson  sea, 
Sure  guard  and  guide  unto  the  "  pastu 
And  the  "still  waters"  of  the  better  la 
How  could  we  tread,  without  our  bea< 
This  dark  and  lonesome  valley— how  e 
The  serpent-snares  upon  that  weary  w; 
Or  how  sustain  the  "  burden  and  the  h 
Of  our  drear  journey?  Mary!  Mothe 
As  once  thine  own  prophetic  voice  did 
All  generations  of  the  faithful  race 
Shall  call  thee  blessed — handmaid  of  tl 
We  hail  thee,  Mary  !  Maiden  full  of  gn 
Mother  of  God  !  above  all  women  bles 
O  leave  none  orphans  !  lead  each  rebel 
To  the  safe  shelter  of  thy  mother-love. 
That  all  may  join  thy  children's  pasan-l 
"  We  thank  thee,  Lord  !  Thy  Mother  s 
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:ious,  for  healing  so  swift, 

led  with  fever  were  wet 

ng  drops  from  thy  bounteous  gift, 

La  Salette. 

n,  is  this  rude  lay  of  mine 

butes  to  place, 

ing  finds  favor  divine 

infinite  grace ; 

arth  of  my  sin-fevered  soul 

I  thy  fountain  be  wet, 

>n  by  the  tender  control 

La  Salette ! 


UE  HEROISM. 

lero  bright  chaplets  of  fame, 
:h  with  your  loudest  acclaim, 
fair  flowers  are  dyed  'neath  his 

.  flow  dark  with  the  blood  he  hnth 

I  the  death-shriek  and  agonized 

jtricken  ones  blend  on  the  gale ! 
is  are  dark  with  the  storm-clouds 

lill  broods  o'er  the  conqueror's 


'    True  Heroism. 

Ye  see  but  the  halo  that  crowneth  his  name, 
Ye  hear  but  the  trumpet  that  vaunteth  h 
Ye  are  dazzled  and  led  by  the  false  lurid 
Ye  are  charmed  by  the  pEeans  that  ring  > 
And  with  song  and  with  shouting  the  hei 
And  ye  twine  the  fair  chaplets  to  die  at 
But  soft  steps  are  stealing  where  fiercely 
O'er  the  battle-field  heaped  with  the  ■ 

dead. 
Undaunted,  unchecked  by  the  war-demo 
They  fearlessly  glide  o'er  the  pathway  o 
Unheeding  the  thunder  that  thrilleth  the 
Unheeding  the  rush  of  the  wild  bullet-rai 
And  meek  faces  bend  where  the  soldier  '. 
And  kind  hands  are  staunching  his  life-ton 
And   soft   voices   breathe    the    sweet 

prayer. 
To  soothe  the  dread  anguish  of  death  ani 
And  the  pitying  tone  and  the  bountiful  h 
Bring  comfort  and  peace  to  the  desolate 
To  the  victims  of  war  to  the  vanquisher' 
To  the  hearts  he  has  crushed  in  his  c 

way, — 
Ay,  the  soft,  gliding  step,  and  the  delical 
That  scorned  the  wild  wrath  of  the  dn 
f        storm, 

Steals  silently  now  on  its  mission  of  p^c 
To  bid  the  sad  wail  of  the  lone  orphan  c( 
And  when  the  foul  pestilence  heareth  afa 
The  music  of  Moloch— the  tumult  of  wai 
And  wingeth  his  flight  on  the  pinions  of 
To  scatter  the  blight  of  his  curse-laden  b: 
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,  ai)d  region  rich  and  pleasant, 

)sty  skies, 

F  love-linked  prince  and  peasant 

ons  rise ; 

he  "clean  oblation's"  altar, 

lOmage  pay, 

that  cannot  faint  or  falter. 


that  wins  Love's  consecration 

le, 

ies'  wliispered  supplication 

;d  shrine, — 

he  white-winged  prayer  is  send- 

ward  way, 

:  in  magic  chain  is  blending, 

■ethren  pray. 

that  burns  in  blest  purgation, 
i  heart  that  faints, 
s  the  "  new  song  "  of  salvation, 
af  saints, — 

,  in  true  and  fond  communion, 
3m  age  pay ; 

3red  cry,  in  tend'rest  union, 
:n,  pray !  " 


THE  CHRISTMAS  TRE 

The  waving  woods  of  sunny  S[ 

With  leaves  of  living  green, 
The  fairy  shade  those  branches 

Are  fitting  themes,  I  ween, 
For  artist's  skill  and  poet's  lay ; 

For  fair  it  is  to  see 
The  spring-ti3e  bloom  of  orcha 

The  vernal  forest  tree. 

And  in  the  Summer's  golden  pr 

O  sweeter  still  to  He, 
And  list  the  forest's  murmur-chi 

And  catch,  of  cloud  and  sky, 
Fair,  trembling  glimpses,  while 

Are  swaying  dreamily,— 
Soft  answers  to  the  South  Wind 

That  thrill  the  summer  tree ! 

And  lo  !  the  gay  and  goodly  sig 

When  Autumn  rules  the  land; 
And  halo-crowned  with  mellow 

The  tinted  maples  stand. 
Ay,  when  the  frost-enchanter  wi 

His  first  fair  tracery, 
How  rich  the  robe  of  rainbow  1 

That  decks  the  dying  tree  I 
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1,  beneath  its  shroud  of  snow, 
ent  landscape  lies, 
d  is  the  sunny  glow 
mt  the  winter  skies, 
ght  with  icy  jewel-sheen — 
derful  to  see ! — 
,  immortal  evei^reen, 
i  never-dying  tree ! 
B  the  fresh  and  favored  boughs, 
are  the  branches  fair, 
re's  benignant  hand  endows 
ruitage  rich  and  rare ; 
the  gleeful  children  know 
jasures  sweet  to  see, 
sts  of  starry  tapers  glow 
he  Christmas  tree, 
tree,  whose  branches  bring 
fts  of  every  clime ! 
m  and  brightness  of  the  Spring, 
lits  of  summer-time, 
est  of  the  gems  that  glow 
;hless  mine  and  sea, 
T  boughs  of  beauty  grow, 
iteous  Christmas  tree ! 
y  those  blessed  branches  spread, 
nay  their  shadows  fall 
le  simple  peasant-shed, 
itely  palace-hall ! 
y  the  "  least  ones  "  of  His  fold, 
face-  their  angels  see, 
st-Child's  loving  smile  behold 
the  Christmas  tree. 


SAINT  PATRICK'S  E 


Rise,  lonely  mourner,  crouching  by 
O  pallid  Erin !  proudly  rouse  the* 

Call  back  the  smile,  the  joyous  sraih 
To  thy  dim  eyes  and  sadly  droopi 

For  one  bright  day,  O  check  the  rai 

For  one  bright  day,  forget  the  woes 

Of  the  green  shamrock  clustering  at 
O'er  the  long-silent  harp  a  garlanc 

And  wake  once  more  the  tones  so  w 
The  bold,  free  strains,  thy  bards  so 

In  those  proud  days,  when,  eraeral 
free. 

Thou  satst  a  queen,  beside  the  smili 

Island  of  Saints!  why  bearest  thou 
Faith's  holy  symbol  shines  upon  tl 

Who  brought  its  beam  ?  who  lit  the 
That  brightly  burns  upon  thy  alta 

Bethink  thee  well;  up!  upland,  for 

With  hymns  of  joy  the  slurab'ring  ei 

Ay,  she  tuill  rise  !  E'en  now  she  pr 
A  holy  triumph  flashing  from  her 

The  bonds  are  shaken  from  her  roys 
Checked  are  her  tears,  hushed  is  \ 

The  harp  is  wreathed,  and  now  the 

Rings  proudly  forth  to  speak  her  jo; 
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have  caught  the  thrilling  strain, 
lose  welcome  notes  of  glee, 
larts  awake  to  life  again ; 
ite,  a  glad  and  grateful  throng, 
lyres,  to  swell  the  holy  song, 

sounds,  the  glowing  dreams  oi 

glide  through  burning  soul  and 

monarch  sits  once  more, 
n    throng  a  brave  and  brilliant 

aes  in  the  bloody  fray, 
of  Erin's  war-array, 

ong  a  single  form  appears! 
harps  one  thrilling  voice  is  heard ; 
is,  down  fall  the  flashing  spears, 
s  obey  the  sacred  word ; 
le  haughty  monarch  bends, 
.he  saving  stream  descends. 

icceeds  its  dawnings  faint, 
in  learning's  beaming  smile ; 
lecomes  the  Christian  saint, 
nations  bless  his  holy  isle, 
-through  cloistered  arches  dim 
ayer,  and  rings  the  holy  hymn. 


Saint  Patricias  Day. 

Night  came  at  last, — the  dark  and  dread 
How  deep  o'er  Erin's  life  its  shadow  I 

How  fiercely  clung  the  Saxon's  wasting 
Let  ruined  shrine  and  mould'ring  abbe 

But  from  her  brow  the  spoiler  could  nol 

One  priceless  gem  that  brightly  glistened  I 

In  vain  he  doomed  to  tortures  and  to  de 
The  helpless  children  of  that  suffring 

Unquenched,  undimmed,  the  blessed  lig! 
Nerved  the  racked  frame,  and  lit  th 
smile, 

And  sweetly  burned,  with  pure,  unclouc 

To  light  the  exile  on  his  weary  way. 

Though  proudly  still  the  stranger's  bam 
Yet  once  again  Faith's  temple  decks  h 

And  he  who  crouches  on  his  plains  a  sla 
Beneath  that  holy  roof  may  firmly  sta 

No  tyrant  there  can  claim  the  servile  knt 

At  God's  pure  shrine  the  Christian  Celt  is  j 

Erin  go  bragh  /  *  thy  children's  love  sha! 

For  thee,  fair  home  of  virtue's  holy  ra 
And  grateful  hearts  shall  fondly,  freely  g 

Cead  milU  failtha  f  to  his  natal  day 
Who  brought  that  beam,  who  bade  tl 

cling 
To  faith's  bright  cross,  the  banner  of  hei 

*  Erin  ge  bragh — Erin  for  ever, 

t  Ctad  mille  failtha — Ten  hundred  thousand  welcome 


THE  DAISY. 

it  paths,  with  loving  grace  caressing 

weary  pilgrim's  feet, 

smiling  back  his  fond  and  fervent  blessing, 
1  dewy  eyes  so  sweet, 

1  the  modest  daisy  !    Rural  blossom  J 
«ds  no  sorcerer's  art 
d  the  motto  on  thy  gentle  bosom  : 
Dplicity  of  heart." 

lave  I  found  thee  in  the  golden  even, 
;n  dewy  pearls  were  set, 
Tor  back  the  radiant  smile  of  heaven, 
ly  fair  coronet. 

'  I've  blessed  thy  simple  charms  adorning 
grassy  altar  where, 
calm  splendor  of  the  early  morning, 
t  nature  knelt  in  prayer. 

hen  the  spell  of  noontide's  wizard  hour 
I  earth  in  still  embrace, 
St  thou  roused  my  spirit's  fainting  power 
hy  fresh,  smiling  face. 

pure  lessons  of  thy  gentle  teacher, 
iten,  heart  of  mine! 

e  sweet  glance  of  nature's  silent  preacher 
1  eloqusnce  divine. 


To  a    Young  Friend. 

In  the  soft  glory  of  thy  youth's  fair  mo 
From  pride  and  art  still  free, 

Be  then  the  daisy's  charm  thy  best  ado 
Serene  simplicity. 

Content  to  bloom  in  hidden  paths  and  '. 

To  shed  an  influence  sweet, 
And  with  thy  tranquil  brightness,  fresh 

To  calm  life's  noontide  heat; 

Then,  in  the  silence  of  its  golden  even. 
Crowned  with  the  dew  of  grace, 

Thou  shalt  reflect,  in  smiling  hues  of  hi 
The  dear  all-Father's  face. 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND. 

I  LOOK  into  thy  laughing  eyes, 

I  hear  thy  voice  of  glee. 
And  only  think  of  summer  skies. 

And  bird-notes  glad  and  free ; 
And  fondly,  from  my  inmost  heart, 

I  breathe  this  fervent  prayer : 
"  Be  ever  free,  as  now  thou  art. 

From  sorrow  and  from  care." 

Alas !  I  hear  the  moaning  blast, 

I  see  the  winter  rain. 
And  dream  no  more  of  pleasures  p 

But  wake  to  present  pain ; 


Beside  the   Western  Sea. 

e  saintly  monarch  lent 
too  confiding  ear 
alse  tale,  and  rashly  sent, 
ind  dreary  banishment, 
parent  good  and  dear. 

,hat  verdict's  doom  unjust 
stricken  queen  appealed 
in  whom  the  righteous  trust, — 
ieth  virtue  from  the  dust, 
biddeth  falsehood  yield. 

ered  they  the  stern  decree, 
sentence  fierce  and  dread : 
ry  ordeal  now  shall  be 
of  truth  and  purity, 
sfooted  must  she  tread 

ne  red-heated  ploughshares,  placed 
lin  Saint  Swithin's  fane. 
;r  steps  that  pathway  trace, 

be  free  from  foul  disgrace, 

dark  suspicion-stain." 
lys  her  solemn  fast  she  kept, 

at  Saint  Swithin's  shrine 
.ong  night  she  prayed  and  wept, 
le,  as  though  in  peace  she  slept, 

shared  the  feast  divine, 
rn  a  countless  subject  throng 
jed  'neath  the  sacred  roof, 

had  loved  her  well  and  long, 
rned  the  tale,  so  foully  wrong, 

blamed  that  cruel  proof. 


The  Ordeal  of  Queen  Emma 

Ah  !  sdd  those  hearts  assembled  thci 

All  bowed  in  grief  and  gloom  ; 
They  sent  for  her  the  ceaseless  pray< 
From  lighted  altar  still  and  fair, 
And  Swithin's  holy  tomb. 

But  forth  she  came,  that  lady  blest. 

With  heavenward-lifted  head. 
And  meek  hands  folded  on  her  breasi 
As  onward  to  the  cruel  test 

She  walked  with  fearless  tread. 

Not  once  her  glances  sought  the  floo 

Her  fiery  path  to  see ; 
She  crossed  those  burning  plougbSha 
As  though  she  trod  a  tranquil  shore, 

Or  dew-bespangled  lea. 

Nor  knew  she  when  the  bound  was  [ 

Until  a  wild  acclaim, — 
Her  people's  joy, — uprose  at  last. 
All  blent  with  fierce  revilings  cast 

On  .Godwin's  hated  name. 

Thus  He  whose  arm  upholds  the  rigl 

On  that  dread  pathway  traced 
A  track  of  pure,  celestial  light, 
A  triumph-progress  safe  and  bright, 
For  England's  lily  chaste. 
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who  shall  count  their  mystic  prey, 
leir  wondrous  draught  of  souls, 
;re,  'neath  the  skies  of  gold  or  gray, 
be  restless  ocean  rolls  ? 

when  they  turned  to  needed  rest 
5side  the  "  crystal  sea," 

others  came,  as  fishers  blest 
f  lost  humanity, 
hrough  the  vanished  ages  long, 
ley  toil  unwearied  yet, 

ever  glide  the  countless  throng 
'ithin  their  sacred  net. 

blessed  shelter  on  the  shore, 
■om  whence  the  fisher's  gaze 
ii  search  the  turbid  waters  o'er, 
en  through  their  shrouding  haze  ! 
not  to  death  beside  the  sea, 
e  dooms  his  mystic  prey — 
lining  rivers,  clear  and  free, 
e  guides  their  gladsome  way  ; 
from  the  dark,  envenomed  tide, 
ley  sport  in  waters  calm, — 
flood  that  love  hath  purified, 
le  life-stream  of  the  Lamb ; 
;leansed  from  slime  of  guilt  and  woo 
1  sweet  absolving  hand, 
irizes  they  for  waves  that  flow 
'  heaven's  shining  strand. 
n  monsters  freed,  and  icy  bond, 
leir  endless  life  shall  be 
h's  "  upper  sea"  of  clouds  beyond, 

glad  eternity. 


THE  ISLE  OF  SAIN: 

I  NEVER  saw  thy  verdant  ptair 

Sweet  emerald  of  the  sea ! 
I  never  heard  the  wondrous  st 

That  tell  thy  song-birds'  gle 
I  ne'er  inhaled  the  glad  perfur 

That  cheers  thy  venial  day, 
Of  hedges  bright  with  hawtho 

And  meadows  "  white  with 

No ;  never  o'er  thy  grassy  tui 

Hath  yet  my  footstep  straye 
Nor  where  thy  sands  caress  tb 

Have  I  in  childhood  played 
But  Celtic  blood  is  in  my  vein 

Its  faith  within  my  heart, — 
And  these  are  links  of  golden 

That  naught  can  rend  apart, 

A  tender  voice  thy  songs  hath 

Unto  my  childish  ear — 
The  love  that  o'er  my  cradle  I 

Hath  made  thy  shore  so  dea 
Ay,  one  was  born  beyond  the  i 

Upon  thy  sacred  strand. 
Who  gave  my  heart  its  love  fc 

My  mother's  native  land ! 
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:t  Innisfail !  thou  jewel  set, 
here  sunlit  billows  glow, 
ever  fairer,  dearer  yet, 
)  me  thy  name  shall  grow  ! 
may  my  glance  be  turned  to  thee, 
faith  or  courage  faints, 
5arn  thy  love  and  loyalty, 
blessed  I*sle  of  Saints ! 


THE  PURIFICATION. 

ia'S  royal  city  wore 

le  robes  that  suit  a  queen; 

iral  purple,  studded  o'er 

ith  gems  of  dewy  sheen, 

mist-veil,  from  her  brow  unrolled, 

iove  it  lingered  yet, 

jealous  of  the  sunlight's  gold, 

:r  morning  coronet. 

fair,  beneath  that  shining  crown, 
!r  stately  towers  gleamed  ! 

free,  her  palace  walls  adown, 
e  flood  of  glory-  streamed  ! 
radiance  from  Jehovah's  throne, 
prophet's  vision  caught, 
nile  upon  her  temple  shone, 
th  heaven's  own  gladness  fraught. 


The  Purification. 

On  that  fair  city's  queenly  state. 

Exceeding  psalmist's  praise. 
Two  pilgrims,  pausing  at  her  gate, 

Fixed  long,  enraptured  gaze ; 
And  fondly,  on  the  temple's  walls. 

That  look  ecstatic  stayed. 
As  through  its  loved  and  sacred  walls 

Their  eager  longings  strayed. 
But  while  they  wandered,  faint  and  lone 

Along  the  wak'ning  street, 
Anew  and  wondrous  glory  shone, 
Where  passed  their  weary  feet : 
The  shining  temple  of  their  God 

Waxed  fairer  as  they  came. 
And  while  its  outer  court  they  trod, 

High  leaped  the'  altar-flame  ; 

The  priest  arrayed  for  holy  rite. 

Awe-stricken,  veiled  his  face. 

For  Sinai's  flood  of  living  light 

Filled  all  the  holy  place. 
The  pilgrims,  meekly  waiting,  stand 

Before  the  sacred  veil : 
An  aged  man,  with  stafl'  in  hand, 

A  maiden,  faint  and  pale. 
Yet  on  her  brow,  serenely  fair, 
A  matchless  splendor  shone. 
As  though  all  brightness  lingered  there. 

Upon  its  fitting  throne. 
Clasped  by  her  arm,  in  fond  embrace, 

A  lovely  infant  smiled, — 
The  light  that  crowned  the  maiden's  fac« 
With  glory  robed  the  child. 


460  Beside  the    Western  Sea, 

With  visage  rapt,  and  footstep  slow, 
.  Forth  came  the  priest  of  God, 
And,  dazzled  by  that  mystic  glow, 

The  shining  court  he  trod. 
The  maiden's  doves,  of  stainless  white, 

As  in  a  dream,  he  took — 
What  radiant  vision  met  his  sight  ? 

What  spell  enchained  his  look? 
Ah,  favored  sight !  ah,  wondrous  scene ! 

Jehovah's  servant  saw 
The  Mother-Maid,  the  sinless  Queen, 

Fulfilling  holy  law. 
The  King  of  kings  upon  him  smiled, 

His  God  before  him  lay, — 
His  hidden  Lord,  a  seeming  child, 

His  Saviour,  shrined  in  clay ! 
O  royal  virgin  !  spotless  dove  1 

The  law  was  not  for  thee : 
No  gleam  of  seraph  wing  above 

Could  match  thy  purity. 
Yet  be  our  model :  foulest  stains 

Bedim  our  drooping  wings, 
The  serpent's  slimy  trace  remains, 

The  searing  venom  clings. 
Teach  thine  obedience :  bid  us  bring, 

Fulfilling  heaven's  law, 
The  contrite  spirit's  offering. 

Bowed  low  in  grief  and  awe. 
Be  thou  our  dove  of  peace  divine,  . 

Our  messenger  of  grace, 
And  on  the  temple's  holy  shrine 

Our  humble  tributes  place  ; 


Saint  Rose  of  Lima. 

And,  while  its  inner  portal  fair 
Is  opened  free  and  wide, 

Its  altar-flame  of  glory  bear 
To  spirits  purified. 


SAINT  ROSE  OF  LIW 

Thou  hast  rare  and  regal  dow 

O  fair  Peruvian  land  ! 
A  boundless  wealth  of  fruit  ani 

From  Nature's  partial  hand : 
And  thine  is  one  transcendent 

One  pure  and  peerless  rose. 
The  f?.irest  crown  of  mortal  sti 

In  thee  its  dwelling  chose, — 
Rare  daughter  of  a  radiant  clir 

Bright  blossom  of  the  West, 
Glad  starbeam  of  our  gloomy 

Queen  Rose  of  Lima  blest. 
Columbia's  saint !  her  very  ow 

The  New  World's  favored  c 
Our  gem,  enshrined  beside  the 

"  First  flow'ret  of  the  wild." 
O  wondrous  life  !  O  matchlesi 

From  heaven's  glory  caught 
O  ceaseless  tribute  of  perfume 

With  pure  aroma  fraught ! 
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The  worship  of  a  stainless  heart, 

A  fair,  embellished  shrine, 
Grace-guarded,  kept  from  earth  apart, 

Fit  home  of  love  divine ! 
Meet  votary  of  Sharon's  Rose ! 

To  thee,  pure  flower,  was  given 
Sweet  semblance  of  each  charm  that  glows    • 

In  that  bright  Queen  of  Heaven. 
A  love  unsullied  bade  thee  bow 

At  Mary's  holy  shrine. 
And  on  her  statue's  shining  brow 

Thy  garden's  gifts  entwine. 
Loved  Rose  of  Lima !  while  we  bend 

Before  our  Lady's  throne. 
To  our  frail,  fading  tributes  lend 

The  grace  that  decked  thy  own. 
For  lifted  heart  and  humble  head 

Win  blessings  from  above. 
And  o'er  our  scentless  off 'rings  shed 

The  fragrance  of  thy  love ; 
And  so,  each  fair,  immortal  flower. 

Transplanted  from  the  sod. 
Shall  bloom,  with  thee,  in  fadeless  bower, 

The  garden  of  our  God. 


"MY  ROME  IS   IN  YOUR  HE 

[  These  words  occur  in  the  address  of  the  Holy  Fallter, 
of  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  his  ordinatioi 

Ring,  blessed  words,  that  wake  ecstatic 
O  faithful  hearts,  behold  your  father's 

His  city,  throned  on  faith's  eternal  hills, 
And  crowned  by  truth's  illimitable  dc 

Ay,  loyal  hearts,  that  own  his  gentle  sw 
Ye  are  the  Rome  wherein  he  deigns  t 

His  towers,  that  rise  o'er  virtue's  "  Sac 
His  walls  of  strength,  his  rock-built  c 

There  glows  his  land  of  fadeless  summc 
A  smiling  Italy  of  grace  divine  ; 

There  vast  basilicas  in  splendor  rise. 
And  love  illumes  full  many  a  garnishi 

Ay,  there,  perchance,  the  Pantheons  of 
The  ancient  homes  of  passion's  gods  ■ 

Their  idols  rent,  their  foulness  purified, 
To  conquering  truth  a  ceas^ess  homi 

Or,  sadly  fair,  in  memory's  moonlight  g 
Of  conflicts  past  the  moss-grown  ruir 

Proud  Coliseums  of  "the  long  ago," 
Where  martyred  hopes  on  dread  arer 
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1  Rome,  fair  realm  of  faithful  souls! 
I  city !  'neath  whose  turrets  tall 
iber-stream  still  mirrors,  as  it  rolls, 
ieless  cross  that  crowns  thy  living  wall. 

wide  kingdom !  limitless  domain  ! 
mighty  conquest,  fettered,  and  yet  free ! 
;  captive,  bound  in  blissful  chain  ! 
reign,  robed  in  peerless  majesty  !" 

ctic  snows  to  isles  of  tropic  balm, 
India,  throned  beneath  her  banyan's  shade, 
le  vales,  that  smite  in  sunlit  calm, 
sternest  peaks,  in  icy  mail  arrayed  ; 

lyrtles  gleam  in  fair  Italian  bowers, 
:  shamrocks  weep  on  Erin's  verdant  breast, 
roud  Columbia  weaves  her  robe  of  flowers, 
oos  the  stars  to  gem  her  golden  crest, —  • 

:r  throbs  a  loyal,  loving  heart, 
ver  truth  has  decked  a  spirit-home, 
th's  bright  realm  must  claim  her  royal  part, 
is  our  father's  blest,  eternal  Rome, 
nt  realm,  in  sunshine  or  in  storm, 
^d  in  bliss,  or  clad  in  clinging  woes ! 
e  shall  shrine  one  patriarchal  form, 
;trength  still  be  his  refuge  and  repose. 
:or's  arts,  ntft-  fierce,  barbaric  swords, 
F  God !  can  bid  that  strength  depart, 
er  the  ranks  of  wild,  invading  hordes 
watchword  rings,  "  His  Rome  is  in  each 
t." 


THE  BAPTISM  OF  OUR  I 

0"ER  all  the  fair  Judean  land 

A  golden  brightness  lay. 
And  golden  hatos  glorified 

The  mountain's  veil  of  gray ; 
So  shone  the  feathery  cedar  sp; 

On  Lebanon's  lofty  brow  ; 
Like  fingers  formed  of  living  fl 

Seemed  every  fragrant.boug 
A  deeper  glow  on  Sharon's  ros 

Showed  in  each  velvet  fold, 
And  e'en  "  the  hyssop  by  the  w 

Put  on  a  crown  of  gold ; 
And  Jordan's  wavelets  gayly  fl 

Their  wreaths  of  silver  spraj 
And  danced,  with  soft  and  ceas 

Along  their  shining  way. 
Why  gathers  now  a  silent  throi 

By  that  bright  river's  side? 
What  hushes  childhood's  merr 

And  manhood's  voice  of  prii 
See'st  thou  that  form  so  Strang 

In  robe  of  camel's  skin? 
That  brow,  unmarked  by  worh 

Undimmed  by  shade  of  sin? 
'Tis  he,  the  "  witness  sent  by  C 

Precursor  of  the  light, 
Whose  footsteps,  on  the  mount 

Announce  the  end  of  night. 
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:  speaks.    To  catch  those  magic  tones 

The  crowd,  impatient,  press; 

I !  this  the  "  voice  of  one  who  cries 

Within  the  wilderness:" 

)  Pharisee  I  who  taught  thy  foot 

From  heaven's  wrath  to  flee? 

le  axe  is  gleaming  at  the  root, 

Low  lies  the  barren  tree  ; 

ike  straight  the  crooked  paths !  behold 

The  kingdom  is  at  hand ! 

le  glory  of  its  midday  sun, 

Shall  flood  the  darkened  land. 

le  Monarch  comes!  bend,  brows  of  pride  ! 

Before  His  searching  eye, — 

le  Monarch  comes,  whose  sandal  shoon 

[  dare  not  e'en  untie." 

.  struck  by  Sinai's  lightning  flash, 

The  trembling  hearers  fall, 

id  wond'ring  awe  and  shrinking  fear 

Hold  ev'ry  heart  in  thrall. 

jwly  they  lift  the  dazzled  glance — 

Whose  that  new,  kingly  face, 

lat  brow  of  regal  majesty. 

That  form  of  Godlike  grace  ? 

favored  waters !  softly  sing 

Your  grateful  gladness  now, 

:  fall  in  blest  baptismal-rain 

Upon  a  sinless  brow  ; 

:  mirror  in  your  shining  depths 

The  op'ning  heavens  above, 

om  out  whose  glory  gently  floats 

The  snowy-pinioned  dove. 


The  Angelus. 

O  sacred  river!  well  art  thou 

The  poet's  purest  theme, 
And  well  thy  crystal  waves  maj 

Through  many  a  holy  dream. 
O  earth  may  boast  of  bolder  str 

Of  waters  deep  and  vast, 
Upon  whose  flood  the  haughty 

Of  victors  proud  hath  passed 
But  thou, — upon  thy  sacred  bar 

The  King  of  kings  hath  trod ; 
Thy  waters  laved,  in  tender  tidi 

Thy  Maker  and  thy  God ! 


THE  ANGELUS. 

Night  sendeth  her  shadowy  hei 
Abroad  over  valley  and  hill. 

And  in  the  great  heart  of  the  cit 
The  pulses  of  labor  are  still. 

And  while  o'er  the  toil-burdenei 
Peace  broodeth,  a  heaven-seni 

Sweet,  silvery  voices  are  telling 
The  mystical  story  of  love ; 

And  as  the  soft  melody  stealeth 
Afer  through  the  tremulous  a 

What  visions  seraphic  are  wakei 
By  magical  murmurs  of  prayc 
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"  The  angel  declared  unto  Mary  " — 
Joy,  joy  for  the  sin-tainted  race ! 

A  rose  of  the  desert  is  worthy 
To  bear  the  bright  blossom  of  gi^ce. 

"  Thy  handmaid,  O  Lord,  behold  me  ! 

I  bow  to  Thy  word  and  Thy  will :  " 
List,  earth,  to  the  answer  submissive, 

That  bids  thee  with  ecstasy  thrill. 

"  The  Word  was  made  flesh ! "  and  among  us 
The  treasure  of  heaven  lay  hid  ; 

Love  dwelt  where  the  lily  was  blooming 
The  thorns  of  the  desert  amid. 

O  mortals !  when  shadowy  heralds 
Are  gliding  o*er  valley  and  hill. 

And  in  the  vast  heart  of  the  city 
The  panting  pulsation  is  still ; 

When  softly,  o'er  thoroughfares  crowded. 
And  through  the  lone  forest-retreat, 

The  sweet  silver  tones  of  the  belfry 
The  message  of  mercy  repeat, — 

Bow  down  while  the  voice  of  the  angel 
Is  filling  the  peace-haunted  air. 

And  waft  the  pure  breath  of  thanksgiving 
In  murmured  and  rapturous  prayer. 

"  Hail !  full  of  all  grace !  **  among  women 
The  favored,  the  spotless,  the  blest ! 

Hail,  star  of  the  Eastern  aurora ! 
fiail,  day  beam  and  light  of  the  West! 


The  American  Pilgrtmag 

Thus  echo  the  greeting  angelic. 
And  bid  the  vast  centuries  rinj 

With  praise  of  the  meek  Maiden 
And  joy  for  the  birth  of  the  K 


THE  AMERICAN  PILGRIM. 

Proud  fleets  have  swept  o'er  the  sound 
That  echoed  their  pxans  of  victory. 
And  conquering  legions  have  trod  the  i 
With  banners  that  streamed  on  the  spo: 
And  throngs  yet  bend  in  the  minster's  j 
At  the  royal  grave  and  the  stately  toml 
And  countless  votaries  bow  beside 
The  shrines  of  pleasure,  and  pomp,  and 
But  a  ship  speeds  now  o'er  the  soundinj 
With  a  goodlier  freight  than  the  victor 
And  a  host  shall  march  o'er  a  foreign  la 
In  fairer  pomp  than  the  conquering  ban 
,  But  they  bring  no  gifts  to  a  worldly  shi 
No  voice  of  homage,  no  wreaths  to  twii 
Where  the  mouldering  relics  of  great  o 
In  the  mausoleum  of  mocking  pride. 
The  echoes  that  sound  through  the  occe 
And  the  strains  that  float  o'er  the  creste 
And  the  sweet-toned  hymn,  and  the  pleai 
Of  the  pilgrim  multitude  gathered  then 
In  the  bark  that  speeds  on  her  sacred  fli 
In  the  bark  so  hallowed  by  holy  rite, 
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That  beareth,  over  the  sounding  sea, 
The  tempest-Ruler  of  Galilee, — 
And  the  hymn  shall  sound  on  the  distant  strand, 
And  the  prayer  arise  in  the  stranger  land, 
When  that  host  shall  march  on  a  peaceful  way 
To  the  founts  that  gleam  in  the  desert  gray  : 
To  Paray-le-Monial,  lone,  apart, 
'  The  fitting  home  of  the  Sacred  Heart ; 
To  the  fair  Bethsaida,  that  floweth  yet 
In  the  wonderful  grotto  of  Bemadette, 
Where  the  penance-hour  of  France  secured 
The  paradise-glory  of  lowly  Lourdes. 
Then  onward !  onward !  to  royal  Rome, 
To  the  sheltering  arch  of  her  sacred  dome ; 
To  kneel  in  that  glorious  minster's  gloom. 
At  the  mitred  fisherman's  wondrous  tomb.  • 
To  sink  and  to  weep  on  the  fruitful  sod. 
Where  the  crimson  steps  of  the  martyrs  trod» 
And  the  eager  homage  of  love  to  bring 
To  the  rock-built  throne  of  the  PontiflF-King.. 
To  thrill  at  the  glance  of  that  beaming  eye, 
And  to  wish  in  the  light  of  its  look  to  die, 
And  to  bear  for  ever  the  benison  bland 
Of  Pio  Nono's  paternal  hand. 
And  to  feel  that  no  fettering  chains  can  fling 
Their  binding  spell  o*er  the  world  wide  king; 
That  the  "  Vatican  prisoner's"  mystic  reign, — 
No  tyranny  checketh,  no  bonds  restrain ; 
And  no  strength  can  move,  and  no  arm  can  cast 
That  form  from  its  throne  in  the  Rock  made  fast. 
O  beautiful  path  of  the  pilgrim  band  ! 
O  march  of  triumph  o'er  wave  and  land ! 


The  Brown  Scapular. 

O  scenes  of  splendor  for  faith  to  se&! 
O  worthiest  shrines  for  the  bended  kne 
God  speed  ye,  the  favored,  the  true,  th< 
O'er  the  toilsome  road  and  the  billow's 
God  hear  your  voices  of  pleading  prayi 
May  He  send  the  doves  of  His  peace  s< 
By  your  faithful  hands,  o'er  the  waters 
That  long  have  threatened  His  holy  ar] 
To  tell  that  the  deluge  of  wrong  is  o'er 
And  the  calm  endureth  for  evermore. 


THE  BROWN  SCAPULA 

Blessed  badge  of  service  sweet. 

Livery  of  a  sov'reign  fair, 
Sign  of  fealty  complete. 

Pledge  of  fond  maternal  care  I 
Dear  to  me  thy  &bric  coarse, 

Fairer  far  thy  hue  of  brown 
Than  the  rays  of  rainbow  source. 

Prisoned  in  a  jewelled  crown. 
With  the  sacred  scenes  of  yore 

Thou  dost  gift  my  spirit's  view 
Dreams  of  royal  robes  that  bore 

E'en  tky  texture  and  thy  hue. 
Dreams  of  Nazareth, — Eden  fair, 

Home  wherein  the  holy  three 
Dwelt  afar  from  worldly  care, 

In  a  sweet  obscurity ; 


Beside  the   Western  Sea, 

:re,  beside  her  cottage  door, 
^lad  in  woollen  raiment  dun, 
ry,  spinning,  pondered  o'er 
Jvery  saying  of  her  Son. 
ipular  of  Carmel  blest ! 
Vakened  by  thy  mystic  name, 
iions  rise  of  verdant  crest, 
'rowned  with  ring  of  holy  flame. 
rmel's  Mount!  whereon  abode 
)ne  whose  pure,  prophetic  gaze 
V,  at  midnight,  skies  that  glowed 
Vith  the  wondrous  morning  blaze, 
w,  to  faith's  illumined  age 
"■loats  my  soul  in  dreams  adown, 
d  I  see  the  saintly  sage 
riad  in  coarsest  robe  of  brown, — 
ly  Simon  !    'Mid  his  prayer 
>hines  a  sweet,  ecstatic  scene : 
!  the  Maiden-Mother  fair ! 
xp !  the  bright,  celestial  Queen ! 
:!  within  her  shining  hand, 
llarmel's  scapular  of  brown ! 
rk !  she  decks  her  sweet  command 
Vith  a  blissful  promise-crown: 
rive  this  pledge  of  peace  divine 
To  my  subjects  fond  and  true. 
I  them  wear  my  service-sign, 
'oarse  of  texture,  brown  of.  hue, 
r  a  matchless  boon  it  bears, — 
Tis  my  promise,  made  to  thee,— 
lo  this  badge  devoutly  wears, 
Vith  the  blest  his  lot  shall  be." 
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Sweetest  promise  !   peerless  boon  ! 

Let  me  read  its  meaning  right ; 
Let  me  ne'er  its  truth  impugn, 

Let  me  ne'er  its  treasure  slight. 
Of  the  badge  of  service  blest 

Faithful  bearer  must  I  be, 
On  an  ever-loyal  breast 

Wearing  that  sweet  livery. 
Thus  the  promise  shall  not  fail, 

Thus  the  treasure  shall  be  mine,- 
Crown  of  light  that  ne'er  can  pale. 

Royal  robe  of  peace  divine. 


THE  ROCK  OF  SAINT  PETER 

Thus  spake  the  builder,  strong  and  wis 
"  Upon  this  rock  ray  Church  shall  rise. 
And  hellish  might  shall  ne'er  prevail, 
Though  all  its  demon  hosts  assail." 
Swift,  at  His  word,  the  temple  rose 
That  still  in  primal  splendor  glows; 
Age  after  age  the  tempest's  shock 
Assails  that  strong  foundation-rock, 
And  billows  rush,  in  wildest  race, 
Against  its  adamantine  base ; 
But  firmly,  through  the  fiercest  storm, 
That  Rock  uprears  its  mighty  form. 
And  backward  e'er,  with  sullen  sigh, 
The  baffled  billows  sink  and  die. 
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Those  wondrous  walls  were  guarded  well 

By  many  a  mail-clad  sentinel ; 

Throughout  the  warring  ages  long 

They  stood,  a  bright,  undaunted  throng. 

As  each  was  summoned  from  his  post, 

Then  rose  from  faith's  uncounted  host 

His  swift  successor,  firm  and  brave, 

To  check  the  mad,  besieging  wave, 

To  scorn  the  tempest's  mighty  shock. 

And  hurl,  from  truth's  eternal  rock. 

His  arrow's  sure,  supernal  blows 

Against  the  fierce,  invading  foes, — 

The  demon  hosts  that  madly  dare 

To  crush  the  temple  builded  there. 

So  stands  a  watchful  warder  n6w. 

With  tranquil  eye  and  dauntless  brow : 

Behold  him  on  his  rock-built  throne, 

Uncheered,  unaided,  and  alone ! 

Yet  wond'ring  earth  hath  ne'er,  I  ween, 

Beheld  so  proud,  so  grand  a  scene. 

As  that  calm  face  and  lofty  form 

Serenely  throned  amid  the  storm ; 

Unmoved,  unharmed,  though  fierce  the  fight 

Against  his  rock's  cross-crested  height. 

O  valiant  Pius !  thine  shall  be 

A  sure,  supernal  victory. 

Again,  as  in  the  strifes  of  yore, 

The  baffled  waves,  with  sullen  roar. 

Shall  backward  sink,  and,  murm'ring,  die 

Beneath  thy  throne  secure  and  high. 

Again  the  demon  foe  shall  learn 

How  true  the  Builder's  promise  stem : 
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"  That  hellish  might  shall  ne'er  prevail. 
Though  all  its  countless  hosts  assail, 
With  flaming  dart  and  tempest-shock, 
His  Church,  enthroned  on  Peter's  rock 


THE  NEWLY  BAPTIZED. 

O  EARTH  hath  still  a  shining  store 
Of  rare  and  lovely  things. 

Around  whose  peerlessness  once  mo: 
Sweet  trace  of  Eden  clings : 

Fresh  flowers,  upon  whose  beauty  lii 
Full  many  an  emblem  fair 

Of  graces  dear  to  angel  eyes, — 
Bright  gifts  for  souls  to  wear ; 

Rare  gems  that  light  the  gloomy  mir 

And  deck  the  lonely  sea ; 
Rich  tints  that  in  the  sunset  shine 

With  heaven's  own  brilliancy; 

Gay  birds,  upon  whose  plumage  gles 
All  wealth  of  rainbow  dyes. 

And  countless  stars,  whose  silv'ry  be 
Are  set  in  clearest  skies. 

But  fairer  than  the  fairest  flower 

That  decks  the  sunlit  lea, 
And  rarer  than  the  gems  that  dower 
'  Dark  mine  and  depthless  sea ; 
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Richer  than  cloudland*s  hues  of  light, 
Brighter  than  birds*  array, 

Purer  than  beams  thai  cheer  the  night. 
Or  robe  the  summer's  day, — 

Ay,  lovelier  than  all  lovely  things 

Is  that  unearthly  grace 
That  shines,  like  gleam  of  angel  wings. 

Upon  an  infant's  face. 

When  the  fair  soul  enshrined  within. 
Heaven's  own  immortal  flower, 

Is  cleansed  from  stain  of  primal  sin 
By  blest  baptismal  power. 

O  wondrous  privilege  to  hold 
That  flower  in  fond  embrace. 

And  its  new  glory  to  behold 
Upon  the  tranquil  face ! 

But  holier  duty  'tis  to  guard 

Its  fair,  transcendent  ray, 
And  keep  the  ceaseless  watch  and  ward 

About  it,  day  by  day. 

Ay,  Christian  mother,  dost  thou  know 

Thy  holy  task  of  love  ? 
To  own  that  living  gem  below 

Which  angels  guard  above ; 

To  treasure,  with  true  tenderness. 
For  thy  dear  Master's  sake, 

A  lamb  like  those  He  deigned  to  bless, 
And  in  His  arms  to  take ; 


Our  Village. 

To  keep,  with  earnest,  fondest  ca 
That  soul  from  stains  that  dim, 

And  safe,  from  worldly  guile  and 
To  lead  it  up  to  him. 


OUR  VILLAGE. 

As  a  child,  with  soft  hands  foldec 

Closes,  haif,  its  azure  eyes. 
Droops  a  brow,  divinely  mouldet 

And  in  rosy  slumber  lies; 
So  our  village,  lulled  by  hummin 

Of  the  dull  and  drowsy  mill, 
Soothed  with  scents  from  flowers 

Rests  in  dreams  beside  the  hill 

Waked  not  by  the  brooklet's  rhy 

Or  the  robin's  matin  song;. 
Only  soothed  by  vesper  chiming, 

Borne  by  echoing  breeze  along 
Softly  low  the  sleepy  cattle, 

Bathing  in  the  limpid  stream- 
E'en  the  merry  infant's  prattle 

Is  as  music  in  a  dream. 

Softly  through  the  purple  gloami 
Floats  the  song  of  night's  swee 

While  through  forests,  wildly  ro; 
Storms  like  far-off  sighs  are  he; 
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Quietly  the  wheel  is  turning. 
Turning  at  the  cottage  door, 

While  the  hearth-flame,  dimly  burning, 
Sheds  its  dream-light  on  the  floor. 

Thus  a  silence  e'er  is  brooding 

O'er  our  village  like  a  spell, 
And  the  golden  sunlight  flooding 

Pleasant  porch  and  mossy  dell. 
Only  makes  the  stillness  deeper. 

Deeper  and  more  holy  seem. 
As  a  smile  on  face  of  sleeper 

Tells  but  of  a  quiet  dream. 

Blessed  hamlet !  in  thy  shadow 

It  is  good  for  man  to  dwell. 
Breathing  fragrance  from  thy  meadow, 

Music  from  thy  vesper  bell ; 
Leading,  as  in  good  times  olden. 

Holy  lives  till  life's  sweet  even. 
Then,  through  flowers  and  sunlight  golden. 

Passing  calmly  up  to  heaven. 


THE  ROYAL  CATECHIST* 

Gone  was  the  light  of  glory's  day, 
And,  from  his  throne  of  greatness  hur 

Within  the  gloom  of  exile  lay 
The  fallen  master  of  a  world. 

This  rash  Prometheus,  who  stole 
Heaven's  fire  to  light  his  visions  vain, 

Rock-fettfcred,  felt  within  his  soul 
The  vulture-fangs  of  ceaseless  pain ; 

Yet  blessed  are  the  shafts  that  smite 
The  daring  souls  that  rashly  soar. 

For  wisdom's  Radiance  cheers  the  night. 
When  glory's  lurid  day  is  o'er; 

And  in  its  clear,  unfading  ray, 

How  pales  the  tinsel  glare  of  pride 

That  decked  the  gods  of  worthless  clay,- 
The  phantoms  man  hath  deified  ! 


■  When  Napoleon  I  was  banished  to  Si.  Helena,  (he  little 
of  one  of  hii  (ifEcers  shared,  with  her  father,  the  royal  exile's 
"  My  child,''  said  Napoleon  to  her,  "joa  must  begin  to  pi 
your  Rrst  CommuDion.  I  will  teach  yon  your  Catechism." 
ingly  he  devoted  a  portion  of  each  day  to  the  religious  instrui 
simple  child ;  and  when  a  priest  was  sent  from  Europe  to  grv 
rites  of  the  Church  to  the  dying  emperor,  his  youthful  disciple 
the  Bread  of  Life,  for  the  first  time,  from  the  same  hund  that 
tered  the  Sacred  Viaticum  to  her  royal  ii 
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On  lone  Helena's  desert  soil 
The  victor's  noblest  deed  was  done ; 

His  battle-tumult's  ghastly  toil 
Such  conquest  rare  had  never  won. 

^)n  that  bleak  shore  one  flow'ret  smiled, 
One  golden  sunbeam  cheered  its  gioom,- 

His  faithful  soldier's  gentle  child 
Adorned  the  captive's  living  tomb. 

That  royal  captive,  day  by  day, 
Watched  the  fair  spirit's  bloom  unfold ; 

He  turned  its  gaze  on  truth's  bright  ray, 
And  showed  religion's  wealth  untold. 

He  who  had  filled  a  world  with  awe. 
And  ruled  its  realms  with  kingly  rod, 

Deigned  to  interpret  heaven's  law, 
And  win  a  child's  pure  soul  for  God. 

Heaven  sent  its  peace,  serene  and  fair, 
And  his  crushed  spirit  found  a  balm 

When  thus  it  decked  a  soul  to  share 
The  nuptial-banquet  of  the  Lamb. 

And  when  religion  sent  her  priest 
To  soothe  his  parting  spirit's  strife. 

His  pupil  shared  her  master's  feast, — 
Her  first,  his  last,  pure  Bread  of  Life. 


DEATH   OF  TASSO* 

The  royal  day  is  dawning. 

The  regal  prize  is  won, 
Italia's  grateful  homage 

Awaits  her  gifted  son  ; 
The  laurel  crown  is  woven, 

To  deck  his  kingly  brow — 
Why  stays  the  child  of  genius? 

Why  waits  the  poet  now? 
This  matchless  morn  of  triumph,- 

Ah!  long  its  magic  gleam 
Played  o'er  his  dreary  pathway. 

In  many  a  fairy  dream ; 
And  ceaselessly  he  followed 

its  false  and  fleeting  light, 
That  danced,  like  mocking  phant( 

Before  his  longing  sight. 
The  weary  race  is  ended, 

The  phantom  flies  no  more. 
And  glory's  noonday  splendors 

Upon  his  spirit  pour. 
Fame's  eager  hand  is  ready 

To  crown  her  vot'ry's  brow — 

•  Tasso  was  invited  to  Rome  to  receive  the  laurel  crov 
before  his  coronation  he  was  seized  with  his  last  illness. 
the  monastery  of  Onofrio,  to  prepare  for  death.  When  oi 
sought  to  cheer  him,  by  describing  the  triumph  that 
the  Capitol,  he  replied ;  "  O  vapor  called  glory !  I  feel  I 
thai  on  earth  all  is  vanity,  but  to  love  and  serve  God." 


482  Beside  the   Western  Sea. 

Why  lingers  favored  Tasso  ? 

Why  stays  the  poet  now  ? 
Too  late  his  crown  is  woven, 

Too  late  the  willing  throng, 
With  loud  applauses,  hail  him 

The  sovereign  of  song. 
Death  weaves  a  crown  of  cypress 

To  deck  his  noble  brow, 
Death's  solemn  mandate  husheth 

Life's  tardy  homage  now. 
His  sad  and  toilsome  journey 

Hath  reached  its  welcome  close. 
And  in  the  peaceful  cloister 

The  pilgrim  seeks  repose. 
To  rouse  his  fainting  spirit. 

They  tell  of  vain  renown, — 
The  morrow's  matchless  glory, 

Its  fair  triumphal-crown. 
^'  Nay,  cease  thy  tale  of  splendor/* 

The  dying  poet  cried, 
"  Nor  mock  the  parting  spirit 

With  worldly  pomp  and  pride. 
O  vanity  of  glory ! 

O  phantoms  that  betray  ! 
Too  long  my  soul  hath  worshipped 

A  god  of  worthless  clay. 
The  festal  robe  for  Tasso ! 

He  seeks  the  winding-sheet ; 
The  poet's  wreath  he  tramples 

Beneath  his  dying  feet. 
Whom  would  ye  crown  with  laurel? 

The  mould'ring  prey  of  death  ? 


Death  of  Tasso. 

The  odor  of  the  charnel-house 

Would  mock  your  incense-breat 
Away  with  worldly  greatness. 

The  fleeting  and  the  vain ! 
O  earth !  the  love  of  heaven 

Alone  is  worth  thy  pain. 
The  worship  of  a  Saviour, 

The  service  of  His  cross, — ■ 
This,  this,  is  all  of  value 

Amid  thy  shining  dross. 
Sweet  Faith !  thy  words  C)f  pardoi 

Thy  potent  voice  of  prayer, — 
They  are  my  car  of  triumph 

To  heaven's  kingdom  fair ! 
To  heaven's  fadeless  Capitol 

My  parting  soul  tbey  bear. 
Bedecked,  not  as  a  poet, 

With  crowns  that  lime  can  taint 
But  wreathed  with  light  immortal, 

The  chaplet  of  a  saint." 
He  clasped  redemption's  symbol: 

"  O  Father !  unto  Thee 
I  give  my  trusting  spirit " — 

The  weary  soul  was  free  I 
The  royal  day  hath  risen 

The  regal  prize  is  won, 
No  need  of  earthly  glory 

To  crown  Italia's  son  ; 
Heaven's  amaranthine  garland 

Adorns  his  kingly  brow — 
In  heaven's  "Eternal  City  " 

The  poet  reigneth  now.  - 


THE  MARTYRS  OF  SANDOMIR. 

[A  Legend  of  the  Salve  Regina.] 

Salve  Regina  !  sweetest  words  that  Christian  lips 

can  sing ! 
For,   clearer  than  the  soaring  birds,  thy   tender 

echoes  ring, 
Through  all  the  past's  pure  atmosphere,  to  later 

ages  down, 
Recording,  in  each  accent  clear,  a  martyr's   blest 

renown. 
They  tell  of  Sadoc's  holy  band,  who  came   with 

footsteps  fleet, 
To  bring  unto  the  Polish  land  salvation's   tidings 

sweet. 
Who  dwelt  within  their  cloister  calm,  and  craved 

no  gift  beside, 
Save  this,  the  martyr's  mystic  palm,  and  vesture 

crimson  dyed. 

The  first  sweet  day  of  smiling  June  was  gliding  to 

the  West, 
The  warbling  bird  had  ceased  his  tune,  and  sought 

his  leafy  nest 


/  ^- ;- , 


The  Martyrs  of  Sandomir. 

And,  gathered  in  their  Eden-home,  the  mon 

willing  ear 
To  one  who  read,  from  holy  tome,  the  list  of 

dear. 
Why  changed  that  clear  and  quiet  voice  to  a 

murmur  soon? 
He  read — O  eager  band,  rejoice ! — "  The  sec 

of  June ' ' 
(At  dawning  of  the  morrow's  sun,    wit! 

very  year ! ) 
The  nine  and  torty  martyrs  won  their   ci 

Sandomir, — 
At  Sandomir,  'twas  their  abode,  and  'tw 

record  fair. 
For  never  martyr's  blood  had  flowed  to  t 

vineyard  there, 
"  Tis  heaven's  message  sent  to  us,"  the  hoi 

said, 
"An  angel's  hand  hath  written  thus  the  ' 

thou  hast  read." 
Submissive  to  that  summons  sweet,  for  co 

prepare, 
They  sought  their  hidden  God's  retreat,  ai 

in  vigil  there ; 
And  when  the  herald  beams  of  light  unbai 
f        golden  East, 
They  decked  the  shrine  for  holy  rite,  and 

the  nuptial  feast. 
And  while  the  soft  auroral  sun  stole  thro 

arches  dim. 
The  soldiers  of  the  cross  begun  their  ne'er 

hymn: 
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**  Salve  Regina !  "  thus  they  sung^  but,  at  its  op'ning 

strain, 
What  wild,  discordaij^t  tumult  rung,  in  mock'ry  of 

refrain  ? 
Rejoice,  ye  soldiers  of  the  Lamb !  the  glad  release 

is  nigh, 
And  yours  is  now  the  martyr's  palm,  the  robe  oJ* 

royal  dye. 
In  rushed  the  ruthless   Tartar  horde,  with    wild, 

demoniac  yell, 
And  calmly,  *neath  the  savage  sword,  those  Chris- 
tian heroes  fell. 
Nor  ceased  their  holy  Salve  strain,  for,  as  each  voice 

grew  still, 
Another  rung  the  blest  refrain,  with  glad,  ecstatic 

thrill ; 
And   with  the  swiftly-flowing  blood,  the  heaven- 
ward-floating breath. 
That  music  poured  its  pulsing  flood  upon  the  place 

of  death. 
And  when,  save  one,  that  martyr-throng  had  passed 

the  crimson  sea, 
One  voice  conofpleted,  clear  and  strong,  the  won- 

drous  melody : 
It  was  the  dauntless  leader's  tone   that  last  and 

longest  rose, 
That  bore  the  sacred  prayer,  alone,  unto  its  tender 

close. 
"  O  dulcis  Virgo !  **  thus  he  sung,  and,  with  that 

latest  breath. 
His  freed,  exultant  spirit  sprung  beyond  the  gates 

of  death. 


Lilies  and  Migtionette. 

"  Salve  Regina !"  sweetest  hymn  that  ChrisI 

can  sing, 
How  grandly  through  the  ages  dim  thy 

echoes  ring ! 
How  sweetly,  gladly,  waft  they  down,  in 

numbers  clear. 
This  golden  legend  of  the  crown    besto 

Sandomir! 


LILIES  AND  MIGNONETTE. 

Behold  the  fair  flower  beloved  by  our  Lor 

More  rich  than  the  raiment  of  kings ! 
The  balmiest  dew  in  its  chalice  is  poured, 

'Tis  the  hue  of  an  angel's  white  wings. 
The  sweet,  stainless  lily  \  deep,  deep  in  her 

Lies  the  type  of  a  virtue  as  fair. 
Ah,  Purity  !  when  in  a  soul  thou  dost  rest, 

Then  heaven's  best  beauty  is  there. 

And  lovely,  in  truth,  is  the  meek  mignonett 

Though  low  in  the  valley  it  lies; 
Though  tiny  its  delicate  petals,  ah  I  yet 

How  sweetly  its  odors  arise! 
Humility  thus  all  her  graces  would  hide, 

But,  deep  in  her  heart  though  they  lie, 
There's  a  fragrance  diffusing  on  every  side. 

And  ascending,  like  incense,  on  high. 
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O  daughter  of  earth !  be  this  loveliness  thine, 

In  the  day  of  life's  beauty  and  bloom ; 
Be  thy  heart's  chalice  filled  with  aroma  divine, 

With  piety's  fadeless  perfume ! 
So  Israel's  lily  shone  royally  fair, 

Though  hidden  and  lowly  her  place, 
And  o'er  earth's  drear  desert  of  sin  and  of  care 

She  shed  heaven's  odor  of  grace. 

Like  hers  be  thy  lot  with  the  meek  mignonette — 

'  Tis  maidenhood's  loveliest  part ; 
And  far  from  the  worldlings'  false  glitter,  ah  !  yet 

Rare  graces  shall  gleam  in  thy  heart. 
And  bright  with  the  hue  of  the  angels'  white  wings, 

Thy  life  shall  be  gathered  at  even, 
To  bloom  evermore  where  the  tree  of  life  flings 

Its  luminous  shadow  o'er  heaven. 


SAINT    FRANCIS   BORGIA    BEFOR 
REMAINS  OF  THE  EMPRESi 
ISABELLA* 

Is  this  thy  work,  O  death  ? 
The  regal  mien,  the  fair  majestic  face, 
The  cheek's  rich  glow,  the  smile  of  matchle 

Gone  with  the  fleeting  breath  ? 

Ruler  of  kings  art  thou  ! 
Stamped  with  thy  seal,  the  marble  turns  to 
At  thy  dread  touch  life's  radiance  fades  aw 

From  lip,  and  eye,  and  brow. 

And  thou  hast  stricken  down 
The  hand  that  late  a  royal  sctfptre  bore, — 
The  queenly  bead  that  with  such  fitness  w( 

Earth's  proudest,  brightest  crown. 

*  The  SainI,  then  Dnke  of  Gandia,  was  deputed  bi^  Charl 
of  Spain,  to  accompan;'  the  remains  of  the  Empress  to  the  t 
place,  in  Granada.  Id  accordance  with  a  required  ceremi 
obliged  to  identify  the  bodji,  previous  to  its  interment. 
iog  the  coffin,  the  remains  were  found  to  be  greatly  di 
decomposition.  St.  Francis  was  struck  with  horror  at  the 
and  sudden  change  in  the  features,  lately  so  beautiful,  of  thi: 
ished  sovereign.  His  refliStions  on  the  transitory  nature 
things,  occasioned  ty  this  spectacle,  led  him  to  renounce 
grandeur,  and  to  serve  an  eternal  and  imperishable  King,  in 
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E*en  as  a  dream,  I  see 
A  courtly  throng,  a  stately  palace-hall, 
With  floating  banners,  blazoned  arms,  and  all 

The  pomp  of  royalty ; 

And,  brightly  ruling  there, 
A  gracious  presence  on  a  lofty  throne, — 
One  peerless  sovVeign  *mid  that  splendor  shone 

Preeminently  fair. 

And  princely  heads  were  bowed. 
The  courtier  fawned,  the  high-born  haughty  dame. 
The  valiant  knight,  the  wily  statesman,  came, 

And  endless  fealty  bowed. 

The  glittering  dream  is  past. 
That  pageant  proud,  that  grand  and  goodly  show, — 
Oh !  was  it  false — a  vain  ephemeral  glow, 

That  would  not,  could  not,  last  ? 

Ay,  mortals,  this  is  all — 
A  mass  of  clay,  a  cold' and  silent  form  : 
Death's  mouldering  prize,  foul  banquet  for  the  worm, 

Beneath  a  sable  pall. 

Away,  then,  earthly  state  ! 
I  vow  new  homage  to  a  worthy  King : 
My  tardy  tribute  to  Thy  throne  I  bring, 

O  Monarch  truly  great ! 

Thy  glory  can  not  fade. 
Thy  reign  is  endlesS*;  on  Thy  kingly  brow 
The  starry  crown  shall  gleam,  undimmed,  as  now, 

When  earthly  pomp  is  laid 


Advent 

Low  in  the  dust;  when  all 
This  varied  scene,  this  bright  and  busy  wi 
Back  to  it3  chaos  by  Thy  mandate  hurled, 

In  nothingness  shall  fall. 

Let  me  Thy  courtier  be : 
Thy  faithful  steward,  while  this  life  shall  li 
A  white-robed  prince,  when  earthly  toils  i 

Co-heir  of  heaven  with  Thee. 


ADVENT. 
O  MOURNING  earth,  unveil  thy  brow  I 
Thine  Eden  joy  befits  thee  now. 
Hence,  phantoms  dark,  and  shadows 
Redemption's  rosy  dawn  is  near; 
The  beams  of  love,  the  dews  of  grace, 
Shed  gladness  o'er  each  desert-place. 
O  happy  month  !  thy  snowy  wing 
The  long-expected  boon  shall  bring ; 
Thy  skies  reveal  the  golden  gleam. 
The  light  of  blest,  prophetic  dream. 
The  strain  whose  far-off  echo  stole. 
In  rapture,  o'er  the  Psalmist's  soul, — 
Its  matchless  melody  shall  thrill 
Thy  starry  midnight,  lone  and  still. 
And  humble  hearts,  entranced,  shall  hi 
Celestial  voices,  glad  and  clear, — 
Shall  catch  the  gleam  of  pinions  fair, 
Adown  the  angels'  shining  stair, 
And  bow  where  seraphs  watch  above 
The  lowly  hiding-place  of  Love; 
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• 

And  hail,  illumed  with  heavenly  ray, 
A  God  enshrined  in  human  clay  ! 
O  Christian  hearts !  what  rapture  waits 
At  blest  December's  cloudy  gates ! 
What  halo-flame,  what  mag^c  glow, 
Transfigures  wintry  wastes  of  snow  I 
Yet  pure  and  clear  the  glance  must  be 
That  would  such  Christmas  glory  see. 
No  blighting  stain  may  dim  the  brow 
That  seeks  beside  Love's  crib  to  bow, 
And  humble  hearts  alone  can  share 
The  peace  that  fills  the  Christmas  air ; 
Alone  can  deck  a  worthy  shrine. 
For  benisons  of  grace  divine, 
The  lustre  of  the  wondrous  gem 
That  shone  in  lowly  Bethlehem. 
A  sinless  mother  watched  His  rest, 
A  "just  man"  was  His  guardian  blest, 
And  blameless  shepherds  bent  the  knee 
Before  the  Lord  of  purity. 
Ah !  ye  who  would  their  treasure  win, 
Put  ofi"  the  purple  robes  of  sin, 
And,  clad  anew  in  nuptial  white, 
Receive  the  radiant  Christmas  light  I 
Let  no  discordant  note  destroy 
The  carol  of  your  Christmas  joy ! 
So  shall  responsive  strains  prolong 
The  music  of  the  seraph  song ; 
So  shall  the  promised  peace  be  shed 
On  hearts  by  love  to  Bethlehem  led, — 
On  hearts  that  breathe  the  bliss  of  earth, 
The  ioy  that  hails  ^  Saviour's  birth. 


AN    OFFERING    TO    JESUS;    MARY, 
JOSEPH. 

What  shall  I  offer  ye,  glorious  three  ? 
Gold  from  the  mountain,  or  pearls  from  the  s( 
Jewels  that  rival  the  morning's  glad  beams, 
Tom  from  earth's  caverns,  or  won  from  her  stn 
Spices  of  Araby ,  rarest  perfume, 
Wafted  from  islands  of  tropical  bloom  ? 
Poor  are  thy  treasures,  O  earth !  unto  Him, 
To  the  "  light  of  whose  glory  the  stars  are  di 
And  faint  is  the  breath  of  thy  balmiest  bower 
To  the  odors  that  rise  from  His  amaranth  flow 
The  fragrance  unfading  of  blossoms  that  gro\ 
Where  heaven's  "  still  waters  "  unceasingly  fl 
Rich  were  the  offerings,  borne  from  afar, 
When,  'neath  the  light  of  the  mystical  star, 
Kings  from  the  jewelled  and  radiant  East, 
Came  to  the  hovel  ye  shared  with  the  beast. 
Offered  their  treasures,  and  humbled  the  knet 
Low  in  your  stable,  O  wonderful  three ! 
Then  were  ye  hidden  in  lowly  disguige, 
Then  might  earth  give  her  ephemeral  prize : 
Now,  to  the  riches  of  heaven,  can  she 
Add  from  her  baubles,  all  bright  though  they 
What  shall  /  offer  ye  ?  what  can  /  bring. 
Meet  for  the  crown  of  my  Saviour  and  King, 
Fit  for  the  brow  of  the  heavenly  Queen  ? 
Worthy  to  rival  the  wonderful  sheen 


494  Beside  the   Western  Sea. 

Of  lilies  that  bloomed  in  his  mystical  rod 

Who  watched  heaven's  flowers,  who  gfuarded  his 

God? 
There  is  wealth,  there  are  treasures,  that  niortals 

may  bring 
To  the  portals  of  pearl,  to  the  throne  of  the  King : 
The  jewels  that  fall  from  the  penitent's  eyes. 
The  sighs  of  contrition  He  will  not  despise ; 
The  love  like  to  that  which  anointed  His  feet 
With  fragrance  all  fitting,  and  unction  most  sweet ; 
The  hope  that  had  failed  not,  e'en  under  the  rod. 
The  faith  that  e'er  murmured,  "My  Lord  and  my 

God!" 
Ah !  these  are  the  offerings  worthy  to  be 
Your  wealth  and  your  treasures,  O  heavenly  three ! 
By  the  rivers  of  bliss  amid  infinite  calm. 
On  garments   washed  white  in  the   blood  of  the 

Lamb ; 
O'er  the  lyres  of  the  seraphs,  that  joyously  ring" 
When  the  sinner  bows  low  at  the  feet  of  the  King, — 
Through  all  the  **glad  city"  these  tributes  shall 

shine, 
Crown-jewels  resplendent,  love's  treasures  divine. 
The  heart's  lowly  homage  meet  off'ring  shall  be 
For  the  household  of  heaven — its  glorious  three ! 


h-;-' 


THE  PRAYER  OF  AFFECTION. 

TO  MIRIAM. 

O  A  BEAUTIFUL  dream  thy  life  should  be, 

If  fate  would  list  to  the  prayer  of  love, — 
All  fair  as  the  face  of  a  summer  sea, 

All  bright  as  the  heavens  that  laugh  abov 
And  joy  should  waft,  on  his  zephyr  wings, 

The  balmiest  breath  of  the  rose  to  thee, 
And  the  sweetest  carol  the  wild  bird  sings 

Should  faintly  symbol  thy  songs  of  glee. 

But,  alafe  for  love  and  its  fairy  dream  ! 

Life's  stormy  billows  will  madly  rise, 
And  clouds  o'ershadow  the  golden  gleam 

And  the  azure  hue  of  the  summer  skies ; 
The  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  rose  will  dl 

O  woe  for  love,  and  its  unheard  prayer  !- 
And  songs  will  change  to  the  wailing  cry, 

And  the  choking  sob  of  a  wild  despair. 

But  I'll  dream  of  the  joys  of  earth  no  more 

There's  One  will  list  to  the  prayer  of  love 
Look  over  life's  sea  to  its  peaceful  shore  — 

With  the  bow  of  His  promise  smiling  abo 
May  its  light  illumine  the  darksome  day, 

And  span  the  gulf  of  the  grave  at  even, 
That  the  angels,  over  that  shining  way. 

May  lead  thy  soul  to  its  rest  in  heaven  I 
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COLUMBUS  AND  ISABELLA. 

O  YE  grand,  heroic  ages !  O  ye  royal  days  of  yore ! 
In  your  quaint,  illumined   pages    shrining  yet    a 

golden  store, 
And  from  out  those  mines  of  glory  yielding  rich, 

abundant  themes 
For  the  scholar's  lofty  story,  for  the  minstrel's 

glorious  dreams, — 
Lo !  the  misty  veil  is  lifted,  e'en  from  my  untutored 

sight, 
And  the  clouds  are  slowly  shifted  from  that  distant 

realm  of  light; 
And  amid  the  dreams  Elysian,  that  from  out  its 

portal  glide, 
One^  in  sooth  a  matchless  vision,  shall  for  evermore 

abide : 
On  her  throne  of  royal  splendor  sits  the  Sov'reign 

of  Castile, 
Worthy   she  of  homage   tender,   worthy  she    of 

tribute  leal ; 
*Mid  the  pomp  that  doth  surround  her,  she  hath 

kept  a  soul  serene, 
And  a  fitting  fame  hath  crowned  her  as  the  good, 

the  Ckristiafi  Queen ! 


Columbus  and  Isabel/a. 

To  the  scorned  Italian  dreamer,  who  hath  met 

courtly  sneer, 
To  the    "visionary  schemer,"    lends  she  no\ 

gracious  ear ; 
And  as  she  lists  benignly  to  his  strange,  roma 

dream, 
Doth  a  vision,  sent  divinely,  in  her  musing  glar 

gleam? 
Ay,  her  spirit's  gaze  is  gifted  with  a  blest,  proph 

power. 
And  the  veil  of  doubt  is  Hfted  in  that  faith-illurai 

hour; 
And  no  motive  base  she  feareth  in  Italia's  dreai 

now. 
For  a  truth  her  soul  revereth  sits  enthroned  u 

his  brow. 
And  her  gracious  trust  abideth,  for,  across 

Western  seas. 
In  the  bark  her  gift  provideth,  sails  the  sail 

Genoese ; 
And,  at  last,  his  heart  that  panted  for  that  wondt 

Western  land 
Bows  beside  the  cross  he  planted  on  its  bright 

covered  strand. 
O  Columbia,  starry- vested !  hail  that  dreamer  ei 

more, 
Who,  beyond  the  billows  crested,  sought  thy  dai 

curtained  shore. 
And,  bethink  thee,  he  had  striven  to  unfold 

dream  in  vain, 
Till  the  kindly  aid  was  given  in  the  sunny  lane 

Spain; 
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Till  the  prophet-glances  gracious  of  the  good,  the 

Christian  Queen 
Saw  thy  realm,  serene  and  spacious,  o'er  the  waves 

that  rolled  between, 
And  in  thy  regal  splendor,  in  the  noonday  of  thy 

weal. 
Give  thy  grateful  tribute  tender  to  that  Sov'reign 

of  Castile. 


THE  ROCK  OF  LOURDES. 

That  rugged  rock  in  desert  land, 
Where,  fainting,  sunk  the  chosen  band, 
Before  their  leader's  wand  had  brought 
The  fount  with  life  and  healing  fraught. 
Was  not,  I  ween,  a  wilder  spot 
Than  thy  stern  rocks,  O  favored  grot ! 
Before  the  peasant  maiden's  hand, 
Obedient  to  a  blest  command, 
That  fountain  won,  whose  waters  bear 
Glad  healing  to  the  nations,  there. 
Nor  did  the  Hebrew  pilgrims  bless 
Tluir  fount  within  the  wilderness 
1  fervor  more  intense  than  theirs 
)  hail  the  boon  of  answered  prayers, 
rise,  of  direst  evils  cured, 
n  thy  Bethsaida,  blessed  Lourdes ! 
ah  !  that  desert  fountain's  gleam, 
;n  matched  with  thine,  thou  wondrous  st 
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Was  dim  and  darksome  as  the  wave's 
Within  the  gloom  of  ocean  caves, 
Compared  with  crests  that  sparkle  free 
Upon  the  bright,  unshaded  sea. 
Ah!  thou  didst  change,  O  Sovereign  fairl 
That  lonely  desert,  bleak  and  bare : 
Thy  mandate  bade  thy  servant  bring 
From  barren  rock  the  healing  spring, 
When  thou  didst  rise  upon  her  view, 
In  snowy  robe  and  stole  of  blue, — 
Fit  emblems  of  thy  royal  state, 
Thy  grace  and  tiuth.  Immaculate! 
And  there  thy  sweet,  consoling  glance 
Brought  pardon  to  thy  contrite  France, 
And  gave,  as  pledge  of  peace  secured, 
The  blest  Siloam-fount  of  Lourdes. 
Bright  healer !  from  thy  lofty  throne 
Descend  on  spirit-deserts  lone, 
And  from  each  rock-encircled  heart, 
Ah !  bid  thy  sweet  Lourdes-fountain  start; 
There  ceaseless  wonders  shall  be  wrought 
By  streams  with  grace  and  mercy  fraught. 
And  gratitude  shall  rear  her  shrine, 
As  votive  offering  divine, 
Upon  that  blest,  transfigured  ground, 
Where  once  the  rocky  summits  frowned. 


THE  BLESSING  OF  THE  WINTER  STORM 

"SWKBT  ARE  THE  USES  OP  ADVERSITY." 

The  day-king  reigned  with  all  his  tyrant  power, 

His  fierce  midsummer  wrath, 
And  singing  stream  and  fragrant-breathing  flower 

Were  withered  in  his  path  ; 
Earth  glowed,  I  ween,  with  bright  barbaric  splendor 

A  golden-vestured  queen — 
But  where,  alas !  her  vernal  freshness  tender, 

Her  dewy  smile  serene? 
No  fleecy  cloud- wave  on  the  "  upper  ocean," 

To  soothe  its  weary  glow ; 
Amid  the  boughs  no  softly-swaying  motion, 

No  zephyr's  murmur  low. 
Soon  spread  the  dust  its  sad  "  memento  mori^^ — 

Its  penance- robe  of  gray, — 
0*er  verdant  vales,  that  hide,  in  garments  hoary, 

Their  spring-tide's  bright  array. 
No  merry  songs,  no  bird's  sweet  trill  of  gladness. 

Could  pierce  the  dreary  haze, — 
The  dusty  veil,  that  wove  its  spells  of  sadness 

O'er  long  midsummer  days ; 
So,  mute,  benumbed,  as  'neath  the  tyrant  power 

Of  dread  magician  foe. 
Earth  lay  asleep,  in  strange,  enchanted  bower. 

Within  that  tropic  glow. 
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Down  swept  the  storm,  from  cloudy  caverns  driven 

By  wildest  winter  wrath, 
And  giant  boughs,  from  moaning  forests  riven, 
•  Lay  scattered  in  his  path. 
Earth  woke,  uncrowned,  bereft  of  summer  splendor, 

No  more  a  jewelled  queen, — 
Her  golden  treasures  summoned  to  surrender 

To  one  with  awful  mien, 
Who  sent  the  clouds  in  tempest  gloom  to  hover 

Where  shone  the  summer  glow, — 
Who  sped  the  blast,  and  bade  the  fierce  floods  cover 

The  dusty  plains  below. 

The  storms  are  o'er ;  a  voice  of  strength  and  sweet- 
ness 

Commandeth,  "  Peace  !  be  still !  " 
And  lo !  the  tempest  flies,  on  wings  of  fleetness. 

Beyond  "  the  cloud-capt  hill ; " 
But, — glad  result  of  winter's  vandal-power, 

Sweet  fruit  of  cloud  and  storm, — 
Serene  and  smiling,  in  her  bloomy  bower, 

Lo  !  spring-tide's  fairy  form ! 
A  dewy  freshness  in  the  soft  air  lingers. 

Dream-odors  freight  the  gale. 
For  gentle  sprites  still  sow,  with  rosy  fingers. 

Bright  blossoms  o'er  the  vale ; 
Soft  is  the  song  of  streamlets,  swiftly  gliding 

Through  grassy  meadows  sweet, 
Glad  are  the  carols  of  the  songsters,  hiding 

In  leafy-roofed  retreat. 
Won  by  the  storm  from  dull,  lethargic  slumber, 

Where  she  so  long  had  lain. 
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Cleansed  from  the  dust  that  could  so  darkly  cumber 

By  wildest  winter  rain, 
Earth  rises  now,  serene,  and  crowned,  and  living 

In  vernal  freshness  fair, 
While  warbled  praise  and  songs  of  glad  thanksgiving 

Fill  all  her  spring-tide  air. 

Behold  thy  type,  in  swiftly  changing  vision, 

Thy  life,  O  human  soul ! 
From  blighting  glow  to  vernal  peace  Elysian, 

From  stern  to  sweet  control. 
Thy  Summer  smiled  in  long,  unwaning  splendor, 

Unclouded,  still,  and  fair, 
But  ah  !  no  dewy  freshness,  soft  and  tender, 

Shed  balmy  influence  there  ; 
Thy  spirit-blossoms  knew  no  fragrance  holy 

Of  kindly  word  and  deed  : 
They  bloomed,  alas  !  in  selfish  brightness  solely, 

And  served  no  gentle  need. 
And  weary  soon,  with  brightness  all  unbroken. 

And  faint  with  changeless  heat. 
They  lost  each  trace  of  beauty's  tinted  token, 

Each  charm  serenely  sweet. 
No  birdlike  note  of  gratitude,  ascending. 

Rung  blithely  on  the  air. 
No  singing  streams  their  joyous  murmurs  blending 

Gushed  forth  in  gladness  there. 
No  cloud  e'er  crossed  the  skies  so  blue  and  smiling 

No  rain-drop  softly  fell, 
^And  dreamy  brightness  wrought  ils  charm  beguil- 
ing.— 

Its  soft  and  slumbrous  spell ; 
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And  naught  of  time's  swift,  changeful  pinions  know- 
ing 
Whereon  the  sweet  days  flee, 
Soft  sleep  was  thine,  amid  the  summer  glowing, 

Of  bright  prosperity. 

*        ft        *        *        **        #* 

But  swift  and  sudden  came  the  tempest,  sweeping 

From  cloudy  caverns  drear ; 
And  mighty  floods,  their  guardian  rocks  overleap- 
ing, 

Wrought  ruin,  woe,  and  fear. 
The  blast  swept  on,  now  wildl}^  fiercely  roaring, 

Now  moaning  as  in  pain. 
While   downward  flowed,  from  depthless  caverns 
pouring, 

The  ceaseless  winter  rain ; 
But,  sweet  result  of  wintry  devastation, 

Blest  fruit  of  cloud  and  storm. 
Crowned  with  the  rainbow-pledge  of  glad  duration, 

Lo !  Spring's  celestial  form ! 
Sweet,   star-eyed    blossoms,  *neath    her  footsteps 
springing. 

Smile  from  the  moistened  sod. 
Glad  echoes  rise  of  carols  blithely  ringing. 

To  seek  the  ear  of  God. 
Pure  incense,  borne  on  fragrant  wings  to  heaven, 

Its  sacred  story  bears 
Of  spirit-blooms  washed  free  from  earthly  leaven. 

From  dust  of  selfish  cares ; 
Of  sluggard-slumbers,  now  for  ever  broken, 

Of  tempests  sent  in  love, 
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Of  blessed  storms,  that  shrine  the  tender  token 

Of  mercy  from  above. 
And  learning  thus  the  lesson,  sweet  and  tender, 

That  came  through  storm  and  pain, 
Cease  not,  O  heart!  in  spring-tide  peace  to  render 

Thy  thanks  for  winter  rain. 


SAINT  MARY  MAGDALEN. 

''many  sins  are  forgiven  her  because  she  hath  loved  much.' 

0  wand'rer  homeward  led ! 

0  prodigal  restored ! 

1  see  thy  humbled  head 
Bowed  low  before  thy  Lord  ; 

And  o'er  His  sacred  feet 

1  see  thee  fondly  pour 
Thy  ointment,  rare  and  sweet, 

Thy  tears, — a  priceless  store. 

O  recompense  divine ! 

"  Thy  love  hath  won  thee  grace :  *' 
Well,  well  may  rapture  shine 

On  thy  transfigured  face. 

And  now,  O  faithful  saint ! 

Thy  love  doth  bid  thee  go 
Where  He,  cross-burdened,  faint, 

Toils  o'er  His  way  of  woe, — 


Saint  Mary  Magdalen. 

Ay,  where  the  King  of  kinp^s 
Hangs,  throned  in  agony, 

The  mournful  Mother  clings. 
All  desolate,  to  thee. 

And  scarce  hath  morning's  hand 
Dispelled  the  shades  of  gloom. 

When  thou  dost,  weeping,  stand 
Beside  His  empty  tomb. 

O  sinner,  clothed  with  grace, 
And  crowned  with  heaven's  light 

Thy  risen  Master's  face 
Greets  first  thy  favored  sight. 

The  Lamb's  triumphant  song 
Thou,  ransomed,  joinest  now, 

And,  'mid  the  white-robed  throng, 
Dost  lift  thy  shining  brow. 

Thy  halo-circled  name 

Illumes  our  darkened  earth, 

The  grateful  Church  doth  claim 
Thy  prayers  of  boundless  worth. 

O  Mary,  name  of  grace  ! 

Magdalen,  saved  by  love! 
Ah  !  bid  the  Master  trace 

Our  names  in  light  above. 

Plead  for  the  guilty  soul. 
Guide  home  the  steps  that  err, 

And,  'neath  thy  blest  control, 
O  shield  the  wanderer ! 
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And  o'er  her  Saviour's  feet, 
Ah !  may  each  sinner  pour 

The  balm  of  penance  sweet 
With  tears,  a  priceless  store ; 

So  shall  her  bonds  be  riven 
At  mercy's  hallowed  touch, 

And  darkest  sins  forgiven, 
"  Because  she  loveth  much." 


A  SONG  FOR  THE  MOSS. 

Sing  for  the  moss,  the  clinging  moss. 

High  up  in  the  abbey  wall. 
Weaving  its  network  close  across 

The  turret  gray  and  tall : 
Fringing  the  ruined  Gothic  arch, 

As  if  it  strove  to  hide 
Each  trace  of  Time's  triumphal  march 

O'er  the  works  of  human  pride ! 

Bending  down  from  the  cottage  eaves, 

Seeking,  in  love,  to  twine 
With  the  glowing  buds  and  dewy  leaves 

Of  the  lattice-shading  vine ; 
Creeping  under  the  churchyard  gate. 

Shrouding  the  unmarked  bed. 
Where  the  victim  of  a  cruel  fate 

Sleeps  softly  with  the  dead. 


A  Song  for  the  Mess. 

Shrinking  down  in  a  sheltered  nooi 

Of  the  dim  and  ancient  wood, 
Where  the  tiny  waves  of  the  crysta 

Dance  on  in  their  solitude ; 
Decking  in  pity  the  dusty  breast 

Of  the  silent  wayside  stone. 
Lying  there,  in  its  dreamless  rest, 

By  the  busy  road,  alone. 

Then  sing  for  the  moss,  the  loving  i 

Long  may  it  strive  to  hide 
The  brand  of  Time,  as  he  sweeps  ai 

The  works  of  human  pride ! 
Long  may  it  crown  the  turret  high, 

And  deck  the  mined  hall, 
Long  may  it  mingle  lovingly 

With  vines  on  the  cottage  wall ! 

Long  may  it  shroud,  with  a  quiet  g 

The  narrow  graveyard  bed, — 
The  last,  the  lonely  resting-place 

Of  the  broken-hearted  dead. 
Ay,  long  may  it  dwell  in  the  forest 

The  poet's  loved  retreat. 
Long  may  it  give,  on  the  wayside  s 

Rest  to  the  wanderer's  feet ! 


SAINT  PATRICK'S  PRAYER 

With  his  holy  hands  uplifted, 
And  his  glances  raised  on  high, 

While  the  clouds  above  him  drifted 
Darkly  o'er  the  midnight  sky, 

Prayed  the  saint,  till  dawn  of  day, 

As  a  saint  alone  can  pray. 

When  the  mom,  in  sunny  splendor, 
Journeyed  to  its  golden  prime, 

When  the  twilight,  soft  and  tender. 
Brought  the  sacred  vesper-time, 

Ever^  on  the  trembling  air. 

Rose  his  one  impassioned  prayer. 

For  the  land  his  zeal  had  gifted 
With  the  gems  of  faith  and  love, — 

Thus,  with  holy  hands  uplifted, 
And  with  glances  raised  above, 

Prayed  the  saint  till  dawn  of  day, 

As  a  saint  alone  can  pray. 

Ah !  what  sought  those  echoes  soaring 
Upward  to  the  **  great,  white  throne  *'? 

What  the  theme  of  fond  imploring, 
Murmured  in  the  midnight  lone  ? 

What  the  burden  of  that  prayer 

Rising  on  the  morning  air  ? 
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Sought  he  wealth  of  worldly  glory 

For  the  land  he  loved  so  well  ? 
Prayed  he  that,  in  song  and  story, 

Evermore  her  fame  might  dwell? 
Conquest  proud,  and  boundless  power, — 
Would  he  thus  Hibernia  dower? 

No;  a  boon  more  richly  freighted 
Would  that  voice  for  Erin  gain, — 

Saintly  pleadings,  unabated, 
Breath'd  but  one  sublime  refrain : 

*  May  she,  e'en  though  woes  endure, 

Keep  Thy  faith  undimmed  and  pure/* 

To  the  potent  voice  that  pleaded. 
Hath  high  heaven  answered  well? 

Was  that  voice  by  Erin  heeded  ? 
Let  the  tale  historic  tell. 

Through  the  woes  that  long  endure, 

Has  her  faith  been  firm  and  pure? 

Answer,  dark,  ensanguined  pages ! 

Answer,  minstrel's  wailing  tones ! 
Sighs,  that  sound  through  w^eary  ages. 

Mourner's  sobs,  and  martyr's  moans ! 
Winds,  that  wail  where  clinging  vines 

Fondly  clasp  her  ruined  shrines  I 

Answer  all» — want,  desolation, 
Every  grief  that  earth  may  know  1 

Answer,  exiles'  lamentation. 
Blent  with  Erin's  wail  of  woe ! 

List !  "  Through  woes  that  long  endure. 

Still  her  faith  is  firm  and  pure." 
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Thanks,  O  saintly  voice  uplifted ! 

Thanks,  O  glances  raised  on  high ! 
Through  the  clouds  that  long  have  drifted 

O'er  the  azure  of  her  sky 
Shines  the  ray  those  pleading^  won, 
Shines  her  faith's  unfading  sun. 

Erin's  pilgrim  sons  and  daughters, 
Wanderers  from  your  own  fair  isle ! 

Ye  have  borne,  across  the  waters, 
Faith's  undimmed  and  sunny  smile ; 

Ye  have  blessed  its  gliding  ray, — 

Pillared  flame  by  night  and  day. 

Guard  it  still  in  joy  or  sadness, 
That  across  the  sounding  main 

Ye  may  join,  in  tones  of  gladness, 
Erin's  sweet,  sublime  refrain : 

"  Whatsoe'er  our  hearts  endure, 

Still  our  faith  is  firm  and  pure.** 


• 


THE  PAPAL  VOLUNTEERS. 

O  BLESSINGS  on  that  noble  host 

Who  serve  the  Father's  need ! 
Be  theirs  the  triumph  giad  and  sure, 

Be  theirs  the  victor's  meed ! 
Beneath  the  standard  of  the  cross 

They  battle  for  the  right. 
They  shield  the  sacred  shrine  of  truth 

From  fierce,  despoiling  might. 
O  God  of  armies!  be  their  strength, 

Arm  thou  each  stalwart  band, 
Let  vict'ry  tight  thy  warrior's  path, 

And  guide  his  gleaming  brand  I 
Be  Israel's  arm  of  magic  his, 

To  quell  the  lawless  foe. 
To  check  the  ingrate  Absalom, 

And  lay  Goliath  low; 
To  stand  on  Zion's  sacred  walls, 

As  warder  firm  and  brave, 
Undaunted,  while  the  Gentile  hosts 

Beneath  its  ramparts  rave  ; 
To  guard  the  ark  of  holy  truth. 

To  shield  the  priest  of  God, 
To  free  His  chosen  ones,  who  shrink 

Beneath  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Go  forth,  then,  soldiers  of  the  cross ! 

Go  forth,  serene  and  strong, 
And  faint  not,  though  the  way  be  wild. 

The  battle  tumult  long; 
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For  earnest  hands  uplifted  are, 

Until  the  fight  be  done, 
Till,  with  the  potent  aid  of  prayer, 

Your  triumph  shall  be  won. 
On,  then,  in  Pio  Nono's  cause ! 

On,  on,  for  truth's  dear  home, — 
*  The  sacred  shrine,  its  gem  divine, 

The  faith  of  holy  Rome ! 
All  blessings  hght  your  onward  way 

Who  serve  the  Father's  need  ! 
Be  yours  the  conquest  glad  and  sure, 

Be  yours  the  victor's  meed ! 


SONG  OF  THE  ANGEL  OF  FIRE. 

I  RULE  the  shining  element 

That  gilds  the  grateful  earth, 
And  sheds  its  rich  and  rosy  light 

Around  the  cheerful  hearth. 
Ye  see  the  flood  of  glory  lie 

On  mount,  and  vale,  and  stream, — 
•  And  love  ye  not  the  gentle  hand 

That  sends  each  golden  gleam  ? 
And  while  in  happy  homes  ye  sit 

And  watch  the  ruddy  blaze. 
Will  ye  not  bless  the  kindly  power 

That  rules  its  genial  rays  ? 
In  classic  days  they  worshipped  me, 

Ay,  called  my  name  divine. 
And  placed  their  costly  gifts  upon 

My  vestal-guarded  shrine ; 
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They  built  the  stately  fane  for  me, 

And  struck  the  sounding  lyre, 
And  proudly,  in  their  noblest  hymns, 

They  sung  the  praise  of  fire. 
I  do  not  crave  such  homage  now, 

I  only  ask  a  smile 
From  eyes  that  beam  with  holy  light, 

And  lips  that  speak  no  guile  ; 
For  I  am  but  His  messenger 

Whose  fiat  formed  the  light, 
And  bade  its  beams  adorn  the  day, 

And  cheer  the  gloom  of  night, — 
Who,  from  the  mystic  bush  of  flame. 

In  awful  glory  shone, 
And  gave  His  servant  strength  to  stand 

Before  the  tyrant's  throne  ; 
Whose  fiery  pillar  shed  its  ray 

O'er  Israel's  desert  path, 
Who  bade  the  sacred  mountain  shine 

With  lightnings  of  His  wrath ; 
Whose  sunlight  gilds  the  harvest  field, 

And  tints  the  regal  flower. 
Who  forms  the  rainbow  arch  of  peace 

From  mingled  gleam  and  shower. 
I  bow  me  to  His  mandate  blest, 

Fond  servant.of  His  will, 
I  leave  my  place  beside  His  throne, 

His  bounty  to  fulfil ; 
And  o'er  the  glad  and  grateful  earth 

I  shed  the  golden  glow. 
And  make  the  love-encircled  hearth 

Heaven's  fairest  type  below. 
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Lo !  in  my  wealth  of  radiance, 

With  warmth  and  gladness  fraught, 
I  trace,  in  shining  characters. 

Full  many  a  holy  thought, — 
Bright  emblem  of  the  sacred  flame 

Of  fadeless  love  divine, 
Of  purity's  own  vestal  ray. 

And  mercy's  beam  benign. 
The  gleam  of  faith's  uplifted  eye, 

Hope's  smile  of  radiant  hue, — 
All  joy,  all  holiness,  I  bring 

Before  the  spirit's  view. 
O  ye,  on  whose  transfigured  souls 

Redeeming  love  doth  shine, 
Who  bask  within  its  matchless  beam. 

Its  glow  and  warmth  divine ! 
Leave  not  that  smiling  radiance. 

Guard  well  that  sacred  fire, 
And  bid  its  flame  within  your  souls 

Bum  brighter  still,  and  higher, 
Till,  purified  from  earthly  stain. 

And  freed  from  earthly  leaven, 
Your  shining  souls  shall  reach  the  source 

Of  cloudless  light  in  heaven. 


MOTHER  SETON. 

Lo !  the  hosts  of  valiant  women ! 

Lo !  the  legions,  brave  and  strong,  ^ 

That  have  "  come  up  from  the  desert " 

In  a  grand,  immortal  throng, —  | 

That  have  fought,  with  hearts  undaunted,  ^ 

'Gainst  a  fierce  and  hydra  foe, 
Till,  within  the  dust  degrading, 

They  have  brought  his  standard  low  1 
But  they  seek  no  vain  applauses, 

And  they  court  no  gazing  crowd,  ] 

And  they  stand  not  in  the  forum, 

Lifting  clanSor  shrill  and  loud. 
No  !  the  true  strong-minded  follow 

Where  a  calmer  guidance  leads, 
And  the  lowly  path  of  duty 

Is  their  field  for  lofty  deeds. 
Ay,  they  tread,  with  steady  footsteps. 

In  Aer  still,  secluded  way. 
Who  was  stronger,  in  her  meekness, 

Than  a  host  in  war  array, — 
Who,  in  Nazareth's  cottage  lowly. 

Bore  her  blest,  yet  hidden  part, 
While  she  kept  her  Saviour's  sayings 

Fondly  treasured  in  her  heart. 
And  amid  those  silent  toilers 

Is  a  wonder-working  band. 
Who  have  brought  the  boons  of  heaven. 

As  they  pass  from  land  to  land  ; 
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Who  have  braved  the  ocean  tempest 

And  the  desert's  burning  ray, 
From  the  Northland  to  the  tropics. 

From  Columbia  to  Cathay. 
Noble  daughters  of  Saint  Vincent  1 

Where  the  hosts  to  match  with  ye? 
Legions  of  thQ  Lord  of  pity  ! 

Valiant  band  of  charity  ! 
Who  hath  won  your  angel  presence, 

Who  hath  brought  your  labors  blest, 
To  the  mighty  land  of  freedom, 

To  the  empire  of  the  West  ? 
"  In  a  sunny  Southern  valley 

Is  an  Eden,  calm  and  sweet. 
Where  we  gird  our  toiling  armies 

For  *  the  burden  and  the  h«at ;' 
And  that  vale  of  blest  Saint  Joseph 

Hath  a  dear  and  sacred  trust, 
For  it  shrineth  one  whose  life-deeds 

Blossom,  fragrant,  in  the  dust. 
O  a  rare  and  matchless  treasure 

Is  that  angel-guarded  grave. 
Though  no  pompous  tomb  is  o'er  it. 

And  no  stately  banners  wave  ; 
For  the  mortal  shrine  reposing 

Till  the  resurrection  there, 
Held  a  stainless  spirit-flower. 

In  its  casket,  svyeet  and  fair. 
O  our  loved  and  saintly  mother  1 

O  our  foundress,  true  and  brave! 
Deathless  are  the  links  that  bind  us 

To  thy  dear  and  sacred  grave. 
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And  where'er  our  feet  may  wander, 

And  whatever  our  labors  be, 
While  we  serve  our  lowly  Master, 

In  His  cause  of  charity  ; 
While  we  keep  our  silent  vigils 

By  the  weary  couch  of  pain, 
While  we  stanch  the  flowing  life-stream 

On  the  ghastly  battle-plain  ; 
As  we  soothe  the  orphan's  wailing, 

And  assuage  the  mourner's  woe. 
As  we  turn  the  sinner's  glances 

Where  the  beams  of  mercy  glow, — 
In  the  streets  of  crowded  cities, 

On  the  wide  and  lonely  sea. 
Still  we  shrine  our  saintly  foundress. 

In  our  tend'rest  memory." 
O  ye  hearts  that  bless  the  Sisters 

For  the  conquests  they  have  wrought, 
For  the  reaped  and  garnered  harvest, 

With  its  rich  abundance  fraught! 
Hail  the  noble  hand  that  founded. 

That  hath  sown  the  magic  seed, 
That  hath  sought  the  earliest  workers 

In  the  time  of  direst  need. 
Oh,  on  earth,  sweet  Mother  Seton, 

Thou  hast  won  a  deathless  name, 
And  the  seraph  hosts  of  heaven 


SAINT    PATRICK    CROSSING    THE 

ATLANTIC. 

He  hath  heard  the  plaintive  summons  o'er  the 
Western  waters  ringing, 
As  it  rung,  O  sacred  Erin !  from  thy  verdant  isle 
of  yore ; 
And  he  cometh  swift  and  eager,  to  the  land  of  sun- 
set bringing 
Blessed  boons  of  grace  and  mercy  in  a  rich, 
unfailing  store. 

Cometh  he  to  far  Columbia  ?    Leaves  he,  then,  the 
shining  legions. 
That  repose  within  the  glory  of  the  "  great,  eter- 
nal throne "? 
1  the  blissful  rest  of  heaven,  from  the  fair, 
:elestial  regions, 

ith  he  seek  again  the  earthland  serpent- 
blighted,  chill  and  lone? 

e  faith-illumined  spirits  of  thy  saintly  sons  and 

laughters, 

thou  loveliest  island-jewel  set  within  the  shin- 
ing sea ! 

'.eir  hearts  the  blest  apostle  beareth  o'er  the 

Western  waters 

rest  altar-flames  undying,  that  he  kindled  once 
in  thee. 


Let  Us  Go  to  Sweetness. 

Ay,  their  souls,  unstained  and  loyal,  are  the  shri 
wherein  he  keepeth 
Blessed  balm  of  grace  and  mercy  for  the  hea) 
of  the  West ; 
In  their  prayers  his  pleading  rises,  by  their  can 
hands  he  reapeth 
Boundless  store  from  seeds  they  wafted  o'er 
wild  Atlantic's  crest. 


"LET  US  GO  TO  SWEETNESS."* 

[A  Legend  of  Nazareth.] 

"  AH  our  happy  sports  are  stayed," 

Wailed  a  childish  chorus, 
"  By  the  tempest's  threat'ning  shade, 

Looming  darkly  o'er  us ; 
Mary's  Child  the  sun  will  bring 

In  its  bright  completeness : 
Let  us  seek  the  little  King, 

Let  us  go  to  Sweetness." 

Trusting  band  of  Nazareth  ! 

When  the  cloud  hath  drifted 
O'er  our  way  with  chilling  breath, 

Let  our  cry  be  lifted  ; 
Mary's  wondrous  Child  will  bring 

Joy's  serene  completeness : 
Let  us  seek  our  infant  King, 
Let  us  go  to  Sweetness  I 
*  This  beauliful  legend  tells  that,  during  the  childhood  of  our 
when  rain  threatened,  or  little  quarrels  rose,  the  children  of  Nai 
wonldcTf,  "IiCt  us  seek  [esiu,  (belittle  Kingl  L«tuagn  tt^Sneeti 


THE   TRUE   AND  ETERNAL   GLORY  OF 

ROME. 


"  Rome  I  Rome  I  thou  art  no  more 

As  thou  hast  been : 
On  thy  seven  hills  of  yore^ 

Thou  satst  a  queen." — Mrs.  Hemans. 


Nay,  Rome !  thou  art  far  more 

Than  thou  hast  been, 
Greater  than  when  "  of  yore 

Thou  satst  a  queen ;" 
The  mystic  "  ring  of  flame  " 

Gleams  o'er  thy  brow — 
A  purer,  loftier  name 

Thou  bearest  now. 

Rome !  that  imperial  brow 

Higher  shall  rise, 
Heaven's  smile  upon  thee  now 

Glows  in  thy  skies ; 
Ay,  and  thy  gleaming  sun 

From  cross-crowned  spire 
A  brighter  gold  hath  won, — 

A  holy  fire. 


The   True  Glory  of  Rome. 

A  conquering  train  hath  swept 

Thy  streets  along ; 
Thy  echoing  air  hath  kept 

Their  lofty  song. 
Ah !  not  with  pomp  and  pride 

The  victors  came, 
Yet  earth  hath  glorified 

Each  hero-name. 
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Their'song  of  triumph  swelled 

When,  with  hushed  breath, 
The  pagan  throng  beheld 

The  Christian's  death. 
Each  death  of  strife  and  pain 

Hath  won  for  thee 
Thy  new,  triumphant  reign,— ^ 

Heaven's  royalty. 

Out,  out  upon  the  dirge 

For  glory  past  I 
While  Time's  loud  waves  shall  surge, 

Thy  reign  shall  last. 
Rome !  Rome !  exult  thou  must. 

Proud  wealth  is  thine, — 
Those  martyrs*  holy  dust 

Thy  tombs  enshrine. 

The  wreath  of  victory 

They  proudly  wore, 
Thy  coronet  shall  be 

For  evern^ore ; 
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Thy  royal  robes  were  dyed 

In  martyrs'  blood, 
Thy  guilt-stains  purified 

By  that  blest  flood. 

What,  though  the  famed  of  old, 

Hero  and  sage, 
Have  passed — new  names  behold 

On  history's  page ! 
Pure  victors,  crowned  with' palm, 

Names  without  taint, — 
The  soldier  of  the  Lamb, 

The  white-robed  saint 

And  they  who  well  may  see 

Thy  queenly  brow. 
Dare  ask,  in  mockery, 

What  thou  hast  now  ? 
Thou  hast — O  blissful  thought ! — 

The  gifts  He  gave, — 
The  priceless  boons  He  brought 

Who  died  to  save. 

A  faith  undimmed  and  pure. 

Shrines  that  shall  last, 
Temples  that  shall  endure, — 

These,  these  thou  hast ! 
Then,  Rome,  exult !  thou'rt  more 

Than  thou  hast  been ! 
Thy  seven  hills,  as  of  yore, 

Still  throne  a  queen ! 


THE  EXILED  SISTERS. 

Again  we  greet,  as  welcome  guests, 

A  persecuted  band. 
Again  the  holy  exile  rests, 

Within  our  favored  land ; 
For  He  who  guided  Francis'  sons 

To  Francis'  city  fair, 
Hath  led  again  His  chosen  ones, 

His  benisons  to  bear, 

O  cruel  hearts !  how  could  ye  bid 

The  sweet  earth-angels  flee? 
Alas !  ye  know  not  what  ye  did. 

Nor  what  your  meed  shall  be; 
For  thus  upon  your  guilty  heads 

Just  heaven's  wrath  ye  draw — 
What  woe  awaiteth  him  who  treads 

On  mercy's  sacred  law  ! 

Ah  !  holy  handmaids  of  the  Lord, 

Must  this  your  guerdon  be  ? 
Was  banishment  the  sole  reward 

Of  angel  charity  ? 
Unto  the  lonely  orphan  lamb 

A  mother's  care  ye  gave ; 
Your  hands  the  fevered  brow  could  calm. 

The  erring  wand'rer  save. 
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Your  tender  ministrations  soothed 

Each  pang  of  mortal  doom. 
And  for  the  fainting  pilgrim  smoothed 

His  pathway  to  the  tomb  ; 
No  shrinking  fear,  no  thought  of  self, 

Love's  laborers  could  deter. 
Nor  greed  of  fame  or  worldly  j>elf 

Was  duty's  daily  spur. 

Their  motto  was  **  the  Master's  will," 

Their  day-star  was  His  law ; 
For  love  they  wrought — His  likeness  still 

In  suft'ring  man  they  saw ; 
But  scorn,  earth's  tribute  to  its  Lord, 

Is  theirs  who  bear  His  name : 
Foul  insult  was  their  King's  reward, — 

Their  meed  is  still  the  same. 

But  we,  to  whom  His  spouses  blest 

As  precious  gifts  were  sent, 
Will  bid  each  holy  exile  guest 

Forget  her  banishment ; 
For  here  their  gentle  sister  band 

Have  wrought  their  deeds  of  love ; 
Their  presence  won  for  this  fair  land 

Rare  blessings  from  above. 

Our  gratitude,  ah !  let  us  show 

By  help  in  hour  of  need ; 
And  thus,  while  gladly  we  bestow 

The  generous  gift  and  deed. 
Again  shall  promise  sweet  be  made : 

•*  All  this  ye  do  to  Me ; 
In  charity's  dear  band  ye  aid 

The  Lord  of  charity  ! " 


J 


THE  CENTENNIAL  OF  SAN  FRANCI 

[Written  for  the  Centennial  Celebration  of  the  Miaston 
Francisco,  founded,  in  1776,  by  two  Frandscan  priests,  Fathei 
andCuobon.] 

'Tis  well  to  ring  the  pealing  bells 

And  sing  the  joyous  lay. 
And  make  this  glad  centennial  year 

One  gleeful  gala-day ; 
For  Freedom's  sun,  that  floods  the  land 

With  Summer's  golden  glow. 
Dawned  brightly  on  the  night  of  gloom, 

One  hundred  years  ago  ! 

And,  dwellers  in  this  favored  land 

Beside  the  Western  Sea  ! 
Be  yours  an  added  thrill  of  joy, 

A  two-fold  jubilee ; 
For — sweet  and  strange  coincidence ! — 

The  bright,  benignant  glow 
Of  faith  dispelled  a  deeper  gloom. 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

All  honor  to  our  noble  sires, 

The  tried  and  true-souled  band, 
Whose  valor  loosed  the  Gordian  knot 

That  bound  their  native  land  ; 
Who  crushed  the  tyrant's  haughty  host. 

And  laid  his  standard  low. 
And  bade  the  starry  banner  wave, 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 
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AH  honor,  too,  and  deathless  fame 

Unto  the  brown-robed  band. 
Whose  hands  released  from  fetters  dread 

Our  glorious  golden  land ; 
Who  gained  a  bloodless  victory 

Against  the  demon  foe, 
And  lifted  high  the  cross  of  Faith, 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

The  sons  of  Francis  journeyed  far 

From  wave-washed  Monterey, 
To  labor  where  his  saintly  name 

Had  blessed  our  shining  bay ; 
And  well  those  holy  toilers  wrought 

To  bid  Faith's  harvests  glow, 
And  Truth's  sweet  vineyards  ripen  fair, 

One  hundred  years  ago  I 

Nor  San  Francisco  saw  alone 

That  fondly  toiling  band, — 
Their  missions  blessed  full  many  a  spot 

Within  our  favored  land  ; 
And  Peace  divine,  at  their  behest. 

Here  arched  her  sacred  bow. 
From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

And  not  alone  one  chosen  clime 
Obeyed  their  meek  control, — 
1  earth's  remotest  realms  they  wrought 
To  tame  the  savage  soul ; 


The  Centennial  of  San- Francisco 

From  many  a  land  that  wondrous  band 

Had  chased  the  fiendish  foe, 
Long  ere  they  won  sweet  conquest  here. 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

How  blest  the  children  of  the  wild 

Beneath  their  gentle  sway  ! 
Not  theirs  the  harsh  command  that  bids 

The  trembling  slave  obey ; 
Not  theirs  the  stern,  despotic  tone, 

The  tyrant's  cruel  blow  : 
By  love  the  meek  Franciscans  ruled, 

One  hundred  years  ago  ! 

Ah !  well  the  ransomed  savage  loved 

The  kind  paternal  care 
That  with  his  simple  joys  could  smile. 

And  in  his  sorrows  share, — 
That  could  the  blest  baptism  give, 

The  Bread  of  Life  bestow, 
And  cheer  the  darksome  vale  of  death. 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

Within  the  rude  adobS  shrine 

What  holy  calmness  dwelt ! 
How  fervent  was  the  savage  throng 

That  round  its  altar  knelt ! 
How  lowly  bowed  the  dusky  brows 

When,  through  the  sunset  glow, 
Rung  out  the  sweet-toned  Angelus, 

One  hundred  years  ago  ! 
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Pure,  Eden-like  simplicity, 

For  ever  passed  away  ! 
For,  o'er  the  missions  came,  at  last, 

A  fierce,  tyrannic  sway  ; 
And  sacrilegious  hands  could  dare 

To  strike,  with  savage  blow. 
The  band  that  brought  salvation's  boons. 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

But  we,  who  know  how  rich  the  g^ft 

That  holy  band  bestowed 
Upon  the  land  where  stranger  hosts 

Since  made  their  fair  abode, — 
Ay,  we  who  hail  the  beams  of  faith 

In  radiant  noonday  glow, 
Will  fondly  bless  the  dawn  that  rose 

One  hundred  years  ago  ! 

O  sovereign  city  of  the  West 

Enthroned  in  royal  state. 
Where  bows  the  Bay  his  shining  crest. 

Within  thy  Golden  Gate ! 
Thou'lt  ne'er  forget,  though  o'er  thy  heart 
.    Vast  living  currents  flow, 
The  herald-steps  that  trod  thy  soil, 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 

And  though  the  lofty  steeples  rise 

From  many  a  sunlit  hill. 
Where,  through  the  air,  at  dusk  and  dawn. 

The  sweet  bell- voices  thrill, 
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Tbou'lt  fondly  prize  thy  mission  shrine, 

For,  o'er  its  portal  low, 
First  rose  the  cross,  and  rung  the  Chime, 

One  hundred  years  ago ! 


ADAM  AND  EVE  AFTER  THE  FALL. 

[Subject  of  Prof.  Tojetti's  picture.*] 

A  SCENE  suggestive  hath  the  artist  traced : 
The  desert  landscape  of  a  dreary  waste, 
And  earth  accursed,  that  nurtures,  even  now, 
The  thorny  garland  for  its  Maker's  brow  !  . 
From  labor  resting,  on  the  lone  rocks  there— 
Ah !  dismal  change  from  Eden^rbors  fair ! — 
Sits  the  sad  parent  of  our  sinful  race, 
Deep  desolation  written  on  his  face : 
Around  him  strewn  his  implements  of  toil. 
That  win  scant  harvest  from  the  rugged  soil ; 
And  meekly  bowing  at  her  consort's  side. 
The  fallen  queen,  the  prey  of  rebel  pride ! 
Two  fated  children  nestle  at  their  feet : 
Hate*s  guiltless  victim,  tender-eyed,  and  sweet, 
And  his  dark  slayer,  in  whose  scowling  mien 
The  brand's  doom-shadow  even  now  is  seen — 

*  A  gifted  Italian  artist,  residing  in  San  Francisco,  has  recently 
painted  this  beautiful  picture. 
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E*en  the  dumb  sharers  of  their  sports  full  well 

The  symbol  story  of  the  future  tell. 

The  pet  of  Abel  is  the  figure  calm 

Of  tranquil  virtue,  and  the  "  Victim-Lamb ;  ** 

While  Cain's  companion,  wild,  uncouth,  and  rude, 

.Is  virtue's  foe,  in  dark  similitude, — 

Is  that  foul  throng,  that,  on  the  fatal  left. 

At  last  shall  stand,  of  ev'ry  hope  bereft. 

Prophetic  gaze  to  wretched  Adam  shows 

The  tragic  future  and  its  train  of  woes : 

He  sees  his  earth,  through  ghastly  ages,  rife 

With  tumult  wild  of  fierce  fraternal  strife ; 

By  brothers'  hate  are  hapless  Abels  slain, 

And  oft  on  man  descends  the  curse  ef  Cain : 

For,  o'er  and  o'er,  the  brutal  arm  of  Might 

Is  lifted  still,  to  slay  the  victim,  Right ; 

And  guiltless  blood,  until  the  close  of  time, 

For  vengeance  pleads  against  the  hand  of  crime. 

O  dismal  dream !  O  phantoms  that  appal ! 

O  dark  remembrance  of  that  fatal  fall ! 

Thus  the  dread  knowledge  of  his  offspring's  doom 

Wraps  Adam's  soul  in  deep,  remorseful  gloom. 

In  vain  for  aid  he  turns  his  weary  eye. 

From  barren  earth  to  tempest-clouded  sky ; 

No  sunny  beam,  iio  soothing,  starlight  ray. 

Sheds  faintest  brightness  o'er  his  desert  way. 

But  from  the  clouds  the  angry  lightnings  dart. 

Like  serpent-fangs,  that  pierce  his  tortured  heart. 

Then  woman's  task  of  tenderness  begins : 

From  dark  despair  the  stricken  soul  she  wins; 
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Through  depths  of  gloom  she  bids  the  mourner's 

eye 
Behold  the  bliss,  to  faith  revealed  oti  high. 
On  one  fair  spot,  released  from  darkness  drear, 
Lo !  dawning  now,  that  revelation  clear! 
There  clouds  are  rent,   the  tempest's   rage  hath 

ceased. 
The  "  rose  of  dawn  "  is  blooming  in  the  East ! 
Eve's  trusting  glance,  uplifted  to  the  skies, 
First  finds  the  rapture  of  that  glad  surprise ; 
Her  spouse,  awakened  from  his  mournful  trance, 
Obeys  the  summons  of  her  upward  glance. 
O  stricken  soul !  forget  thy  weary  woe, 
And  hail  the  glory  of  the  promise-glow, 
For  golden  beams,  in  dazzling  wreaths,  entwine 
The  pictured  prophecy  of  love  divine  : 
A  smiling  Queen,  the  sinless  Mother  mild, 
The  infant  God,  the  death-destroying  Child, — 
The    Prince    of   Peace,  whose    bright,  unfading 

reign 
Shall  dawn  at  last,  to  end  the  night  of  pain. 
O  exiled  hearts !  what  pure,  ecstatic  joy  I 
What  Eden-bliss,  that  time  can  ne'er  destroy  I 
O  banished  monarch !  from  thy  mortal  line 
A  King  shall  rise,  immortal  and  divine ! 
^O'er  the  dark  sky  His  kingly  splendor  streams. 
And  on  the  clouds,  illumined  by  its  beams, 
Hope  builds  her  arch,  her  bright,  celestial  bow,— 
Her  shining  bridge,  that  spans  the  gulf  of  woe, 
And  heaven  unites  to  smiling  earth  below  1 
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O  fallen  queen !  thy  pitying  God  hath  said, 
"  Thy  blessed  ^ced  shall  crush  the  serpent's  head.* 
Lo !  there  the  Victor !  there  the  Sovereign  sweet, 
That  serpent  trampling  'neath  her  sinless  feet  I 
"  Up  from  the  desert,"  lo !  she  takes  her  way, 
Fair  as  the  moon,  and  bright  as  beams  of  day, 
Mightier  than  armies,  in  their  war  array, — 
The  one  pure  rose  that  blooms  from  earthly  sod — 
Thy  daughter  fair !  the  Mother  of  thy  God  1 
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